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May 24 1957 

Vassar interview not as awkward as at Goucher. Pickens promised me a 
phone call which I’m still waiting for apropos the details of the position which 
somehow were never made clear to me. The pay is low. 

| shall prepare a formal lecture for the Vassar exhibition. To go unprepared 
would be to leave only dribs and drabs. With preparation I'll have an occasion to 
present myself without lies and sound some of the discoveries I’ve made. 
Perhaps, to give it in 3 parts i.e. |. The monster, - with illustrations, Il. Pictures 
that have excited me. (include a Guston + Motherwell) Ill. women artists and the 
price. Maybe also a section devoted to the artist as child though that might better 
come under the 


[page 2] 


monster category. 

When we’re young we need an occasion - someone to show our work to; a 
celebration of our love; competition of a rival painter. When older our 
dissatisfaction with our work serves as the occasion. 


May 27 

How insecure, saturnine, weak | am these days. Waiting eternally for 
something from the outside contributes to this inner condition. If the outside fails 
to abet me all my doubts + weaknesses lay siege. 

Waiting, always waiting. If the pain eases out of one situation it lights 
immediately on another. 

My house looks sweet to me this spring. Things are burgeoning outside 
without any help from us. 


[page 3] 


| wonder if Frank is not going to be in for some kind of nervous collapse? 
They are both under tranquilizers constantly | gather. 


May 29 

Phone ringing all day but the hoped-for call not forth-coming. Yvonne puts 
me off a week; Pop offers me bones for the dog; Mele summons me to a funeral 
(and that teaches me how distracted people are; thank heavens, else life and 


death would be too much); and Alex with news of his own disappointed 
prospects, so like my own. 

The Oberlin catalogue gave me a little boost. It’s so good to be 
reproduced and it flattered me to find my picture reproduced on the cover. Each 
little such feeble and unimportant 
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triumph in the ‘world’ helps me to believe | will be able to survive. Alas, | need 
those moments of attention. | wish | didn’t. 

Jean has $500 option on her play + more to come and secured with a job 
for next year. Will Frank hear it? 

At the funeral Emmet [?] tells me he’s painting figures. Eleanor works - 
“don’t think | haven’t had a job before this” + Emmet says it’s her brother’s doing - 
not wishing to appear to be the instrument. He’s quite mad. Are we all? Or will 
we be if we remain here? 


June 1 

Yesterday Mrs. Claflin calls offering me the job at Vassar. | protest to 
nothing at all. The salary is probably not large but will accommodate with great 
security next year in spite of my having to make the expensive drive back + forth. 
The hours are long but there will probably be 
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no extra work outside of them. 

Why am | so nervous? Is it because if | were to be honest in that year of 
teaching the students may produce nothing that looks good by the end of the 
year? One of the questions irritating me is this of liberty: what can freedom of 
choice lead to but the prevailing timorous good taste of our time and no style? In 
the last analysis isn’t it better to leave one’s mark as a teacher not only by 
challenging every concept the student holds but by also asserting his convictions 
as to what is good, plastic, absolute - and not to be afraid of perverting their free 
impulses? And isn’t it not immoral to teach them not only how to paint - (how to 
keep paint live + spontaneous) but the necessity of making a perfection, a 
masterpiece. Impossible as that is? 

The paint, the brushing - 
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all the right activity of the medium - are only the vehicles of the truth. To show 
that the truth is something else - yes, there it is. 

The contemporary way which we will teach (I’m sure it is the least impure 
for us today) will demonstrate its pitfalls anyway, and they are legion. No ground, 
no bottom, no sides, no place. We are in the ether of our own consciousness. 

The Goucher money arrives - exactly the amount of our expenses. The 
SOBs. What a pointless loss of ego it really represented for me. I’m not even 
sure anymore of the magnitude of my goofiness and that continues to trouble me. 
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June 6 1957 

New York always produces in me a moral + physical dissolution. Tears 
and insecurity afterwards. | have the sense that I’m losing my past - its good 
moments turn mouldy and refuse to be beautiful any longer. But how else? This 
is temporary, surely? 

I’m always tempted out of my own right weakness in my work when | see 
painting by so powerful a conceptual artist as Picasso. Then | see so clearly how 
my conceptuality is pure concavity; recessive, female. And | feel diminished. 
Right. It’s right, | do. | begin to see that what ever | can be will not be big. But 
whatever it is, it must be true. 
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Motherwell has gotten fat. In the cheeks if not elsewhere. He goes to 
Provincetown for the summer because as he says, anticipating anyone’s gasp of 
horror?, | work well there. | need the honky tonk atmosphere, | like to watch 
something at night. 

It was sweet of him to pay me a visit. | tell him he must beware of the 
temptation of being a saint. (He loves that. He’ll not forget it.) He is happy | 
guess? A painting of his was bought for 5000 $. 

His show: The good always look right (to those not visually blind), 
unexpected but unmistakable. And that he does consummately - Philip has the 
same rightness - De Kooning not always. Kline seldom (poor K. his chips are 
probably down) - his pictures are nostalgic for the French object over which he 
scrawls the brutal American Je t’aime 
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in an American hand. 
- (Robt says no one of them really risked ART except Pollock.) 

Yes, besides, RM’s a good business man. He’s only partly conscious of 
the devices which will give history to his oeuvre complet, the scrap of poetry, his 
penmanship, the foreign stamp. All such personalia make the work intimate and 
communicable; the man was there. | know an artist the buyer will say to himself, 
for have | not his most private documents - what he loves at that moment? 

In this respect RM’s the most existential of the painters and the most 
literary. It’s not alone the act of painting in the foreground but RM there too. He 
is like Gertrude Stein. And Robert! 

None of the painters at the Cedar bar excite me (Philip excepting) except 
Lewitin. | always come away thinking something that isn’t wholly 
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vanity-binding or hurt pride. This time, the power of a word to disturb, break, kill, 
in ways more diabolical than anything physical. Thinking about it losens me. 
Poor Joan Mitchell is at the mercy of something she thinks is the truth. 
Larry Rivers has to paint what he sees - with the help of light - because he 
can’t paint what he knows, not showing anything but a few discoveries of the 
Masters. 





June 10. 

Jaunt to Yaddo for the afternoon. Such a mixture of memories, mostly 
pain. | didn’t permit myself too much nostalgia. Elizabeth [Ames] was good to 
me in the way she can; vulnerably. | cherish that. Awkward it always looks but 
so rare. 
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It was a boost for my ego to be ‘taken in’ and made a little something of - to be 
taken seriously is sort of rare for me. Am | growing a trifle out of my insecure 
girlhood? If|do... grow, perhaps | can yet be of some use. 

Hyde is a painter but exceedingly minor whatever that means. Neptunian. 
He doesn’t know what he does. The wind blows through him. That’s one way, | 
suppose. | wish | could rely on my inspiration the way he does. Nell Blaine is an 
innocent and that bores me. The rest were of no account. 





Saw a painting | gave Bernard Serotta last year again. Ravishingly live, it 
was. Perhaps - borrow it for Vassar. Those things | do at Yaddo always have air 
in them. Is it only because | have space around me there, corporeal space? or 
rather that anxious tranquility | get, free of my 
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hum drum here which embraces me. 
| must have a love affair. The object, what of the object. It doesn’t matter. 
Elizabeth tells me she will write inviting to come for a week to do her 
Marianne. That would be good. Marshal the fighting spirit. 
Women have been better friends to me than men, loyal and not jealous. 
Corinna (Pomti [7], Titta’s niece), little wise girl, smugly wise, but beautiful. 
Curious to see Jacquot’s fierceness translated into so blandly eloquent a 
package. 
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June 16. 

The feeling comes over me again that Robert is not going to make it. He 
works not nearly hard enough, frittering most of his time away in vacuous jaunts 
with Mele, Jimmy and Darma. | cannot not permit this to bite into me. Damn it. 

Obalensky and a languid intelligent girl who, it turns out has a mother who 
is the greatest socialite in America, pay an unexpected visit. His caste makes 
him seem superficial. | hope it’s that. She, on the other hand who probably has 
a secret, was more interesting. Their instinctive good manners and poise is 
enviable but | think it would take a devil’s age to find out what they really are or 
whether they really are. 
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June 18. 

Evening with Merle + Nick for gossip. Merle likes and approves of those 
artists in NY who are good, mature, human (or who pay a little attention to her?) 
Grace Hartigan ‘it appears has a son whom she has left for 14 years with her 
mother. “That’s ambition for you” says Merle. | am smug or feel smug. But | sit 
very glumly in my smugness now. Only to look at my life, my sacrifice (or my 
cowardice?), to see how unintelligent | am and will probably continue to be. 





1 http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Grace_ Hartigan 





That out-law dog of ours breaks the car window; we fight. The heat-wave . 


Likely | go to Yaddo for a week on the 23rd to do the portrait of Marianne. | 
must try not to please anyone but do a beautiful painting. Else I'll be fearfully 
divided. 
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June 21 
| am to go to Yaddo for a week and have Pine Trees; remote, dark, perfect for my 
purposes. | hope | can please Elizabeth and myself in the same breath but | 
doubt that’s compatible. I'll try, in any case, to do what | see or feel and not to be 
bogged down by the ‘ways’ - all the other solutions which will come to me in the 
course of painting. 

Last night found myself wide awake and weeping from a dream whose 
reality was supernatural: | had made some sort of choice which left me utterly 
alone; there was no one who would take me in or give me comfort. 
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Isn’t this the way it is in reality for me -now? Though | could find some to comfort 
me, can | ask someone to say yes to what | do? When | began this journal it was 
at the moment | knew | was alone. When | stop writing here (how dearly | hope 
to be able to) it will be because | have found someone. 

Sylvia Dordick has turned quite grey. The boy is home and | am paralyzed, 
can’t go and see him. 

We must take upon ourselves the murder of Jimmy’s cat. 

Robt buys his first item of clothing in how many years? A mere jacket but 
how well it looks on him. The dress Yvonne gave me is perfect for me. Concert 
tomorrow, I'll wear it. 
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June 23 
Yaddo again. Pine Tree the perfect - the only one at Yaddo - studio. 


Had the shakes at the concert yesterday, couldn’t trust myself to play a 
single note, my knees bounced so. The other occasions were bliss in 
comparison. Damn it, | ought give up playing except for pleasure. | have no 
technique, none. 

It thunders; thank heaven it will rain. The light in the studio is immaculate 
even now. What on earth am | going to do here if Marianne doesn’t come? 
Study, study - stay away from picture making!! 

Now - again I’m full of fear. 





June 24 Yaddo 
worked like the devil but my color is off. Maybe, this grey light? No Marianne 
until Friday which won’t leave me enough time 
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for a chez d’ouevre or anything. 
Painting must have space in it as well as remain flat - the space of real things, - 
else there’s no magic (paradox?). This is what I’m here to do. 


June 26 

I’m doing some good still lifes. The truth is, | can paint. Yesterday we 
made the tour of the painters’ studios. Nell Blaine is ‘Free’ but that’s all. Frankly, 
I’m appalled. How is it that such unprofessionality gets recognition? Yet she has 
the right temperament and is sweet besides in a husky way. Hyde knows. 
Elizabeth is buying one of her things. Can you beat it? It will come to nothing. 





how wrong | was. 1998 
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Always at Yaddo I’m at the extremity of myself and also at the heart of myself. 
There, what? A compulsive monster who wants love and will never get it and the 
chances diminish as the years go by. | must have intimacy instantaneously. 


July 2 
Back home is good. The Vassar contract signed and sealed. The year 
secure. 


| gave Elizabeth the paintings of Marianne. Happily they resemble her and 
happily, | think, she likes them. But no money - no matter. | don’t want money 
from friends. Good, good, to know | have a place to go to work. 

Though | fret so there and am unspeakable, still 
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behold my work surprises me and | can work so feverishly. It’s enough. 


July 4 

Curious, the one person | miss most at Yaddo is Theresa Kay. Maybe, 
because she made the effort to know me and respect me. | liked her for 
permitting me to discover her courage and her loneliness. 

| went to see Philip today. | guess there’s nothing left between us. | could 
never ‘engage’ him again probably because | don’t love him anymore. 

This is the first time since I’ve known him that he doesn’t seem dissatisfied. 
Bless him. Luck will be with him. His paper on Bradley is good. ‘His spontaneity 
was earned.’ ‘Tomlin’s passion did not distort the surface: an innate feeling for 
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amounts prevented him from becoming an “expressionist.” 

Philip says Motherwell’s account of Bradley included this statement of B’s: 
‘Will you marry me?’ [margin- Whitney Museum statement] Philip made M 
remove it. M has more than all the others the French sense of history. Musa 
despises him, naturally. 


July 7 

Jimmy comes to disturb Robt before noon. | give it to him. 

Mad about Brahms’ quartets - get under the skin. 

Robt + Roger give me early Beethoven quartets for my birthday. For so 
long the home has been without music. Now, it hasn’t been quiet for 
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two days. I’m full of happiness now, - expectation, for what? The promised 
change of pace. 

No bow in the home for two weeks and | find | miss picking up the violin, 
miss it woefully. What would | do without music? 


July 11 

Loosening. Much energy. Now.... If only earlier habits, the earlier 
persons we were once didn’t lie so implacably across the road? | can’t kick my 
old self or selves? aside. 
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July 12 

A letter from Lee. | like him, better and better. | wonder if he Knows or 
understands the reason for Marcia’s debauchery? Intellectual orgasms in place 
of what she so desperately wants, emotional excitation. And surely, now, her 
menopause must be close on her. Good she’s not alone now. | hope she 
doesn’t hurt - or worse - bore her friends away from her. 

No word from Alton Pickens. perhaps he’s not had my letter? Think with 
increasing guilt of my lecture and my failure to prepare anything for it. My mind is 
a fluidity. An occasional peak here and there rises out of the water but the peaks 
refuse to join with each other into a solid body of land. So I’m forced to swim 
from one minute island to another and never 
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walk. 

Philip [Guston] is expansive and bountiful - never happier. Pictures loose 
themselves easily from him now. | can’t be altogether happy for him in his 
happiness. Is it only pure envy? Probably it’s also compounded of the sense 
that I’m utterly useless to him now. | need not even praise his work. 

The generations don’t speak to each other. I’m not of mine nor of the one 
preceding me. Maybe of the one | will try to nurture? 

Dreadfully cold of me not to help Schwiegie. Noli me tangere. I’m getting 
stronger in this. But it looks megalomaniacal and heartless. Yes, | must reckon 
with her one day. And give her what she deserves and she does deserve at least 
an explanation. It would be so much easier to tell Pop - as he has self 
knowledge which she lacks. Ma!? 
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My third atelier, says Robt, is Lucky. I’ve been watching for three years trying to 
prove to me that he is a male dog. 


July 15 


I’m in a good swing. | find if | sleep in the afternoon | can work again at 
night and get 7 or so hours. But of course everything else goes to pot. 

I’m going somewhere. I’m a captive; but where? 

Robt eternally says, it is necessary only to work. But | don’t think he works 
enough. After all, he is an only child. He’s spoiled. And a vindictive tone, which 
he’s probably not aware of, with Roger. It relieves his irritability to undermine 
those around him. 

Frank took the violin. Now I’ve no instrument, no bow. 
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Robt is good to everyone but his intimates. A marvelous capacity for putting 
people at ease, but would he risk everything for one human creature? Would |? 
| have day-dreams about this from time to time, alerting myself in a situation 
where I’m put to the test. 


July 16 

Opa [maternal grandfather] is 84 tomorrow. 

J+D [Jimmy and Darma Beck] do seem desperate but perhaps it’s only 
because they’ve not had their reason yet, a child, since they have no vocation 
and are passive besides. They don’t know how to seek out pleasure. We are the 
same but for us it’s a protection if anything. 

Loss of faith with my long still life. Rocks dissolved in the light. Eaten. A 
lot of umber rubbed in took away its clarity. I’m afraid of that | guess. Happy only 
in the 
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murky and indefined. Yet I’m not without the capacity to make this murkiness by 
climbing all the way. 

Curious, when Picasso discovered that painting is its own subject, cubism, 
- nevertheless, unconsciously or instinctively as with any good painter, he set 
rigorous limits upon cubism’s freedom. Hence he made something with future. 
What is the future of De Kooning or any of us for that matter? Except 
consciousness? We talk excessively about the personality. It’s not what so 
singularly counted for the future-bearing potentiality of cubism. It’s never out of 
the personal content that schools emerge. 

Maybe at long last I’m free to go back to objects. Right now it doesn’t 
seem to matter so much what objects, the simplest will do. With me 
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| suspect it will be a matter of a change of scale. Yes, | can’t avoid it, and why 
not? Why not a gigantic light-filled cup? Is that the meaning in Clifford Still or 
Rothko? | feel rather close to the latter now. What a crafty machinator he must 
be in the professional world. Sure of it. 

Always in perennial doubt and misgivings I’ve never been in despair, not 
yet, anyway. The blackest moment was my show last year and Philip’s honesty. 
He struck my chord then but I’m not sure at all whether | have any reason so 
thoroughly to gospelize him any longer. He comes to things when he has a mind 
to. He’s not totally responsible. Comme moi. 
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July 20 

Why do we choose this non-figurative world when the world of objects can 
be so clear? It’s because there are no precedents - we have carte-blanche for 
our feelings. Only the most personal plastic relations can express us there. 
There we ought/can be most true. 


July 26: 

Library Fair: people are more exposed in their greed and ugliness at a 
public occasion like this. Vulgarity ata crescendo. | keep telling myself that if | 
had found such self-conscious horseplay on the shores of the Adriatic | would 
consider it indigenous, colorful, and appropriate. Again again again | am not for 
public occasions and must stay away. 
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Fatuous, false and arty letter from Weiss with whom | am finished corresponding. 
My instinct told me so at the beginning but longing for exchanges, almost 
anything | answered his letters. If only | had the discipline to work from the top of 
my mind | would make my moments count so much more. 


July 27. Down most of yesterday + probably today with summer flu, head 
ache splitting me from ear to ear, swollen glands, fever and cold. 

Robert went out yesterday with Philip. How envious | was. Philip met 
Herb Gold at a party last fall and got the picture. In the middle of conversation 
Gold spies Philip Ralme [?] in the crowd and excuses himself to ass-lick 
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in that more fruitful quarter. This summer he is printed in Partizan Review. Robt 
thumbed through it at Philip’s says it’s unspeakable [“execrable”]. 


July 28 

One singular fact about women artists is their seriousness. I’m re-reading 
Va. Woolf’s diaries again. This is true also of Colette. | wonder if this is the 
substance of what | have in common with them? For lam serious. I’m without 
humour. | can have ‘address’ from time to time but not humour. Anyway, it’s 
always egotistical what ever it is. 

And my work has that serious regard also, too serious. Still if it fails to cut 
under and hurt it is of no value. But now | tend less and less to have the 
limpididties and evocations; the air - and try 
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perhaps too assiduously to weight down all the surfaces. 
My cold or flu or whatever it is, is rancourously diminishing me. 


July 29 
Write to Ossorio2 to borrow 2 pictures for Vassar show. Also to Russell 


Klein for the large one. Also, Yvonne’s. Depending on how much space will be 
available to me which I'll check - I’d like to show: 1950 - Water painting with 
angel. 
1950- 1953: 4 (out of the kingdom) 
1953-1955: 4 (2 of Ossorio - horizontal 

the one | have + one at Peridot. 
1956. Sor4 
1957 - at least one, maybe 2 if | finish; the still life preferably - as | would prefer 
here to point my direction if only to myself. 
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I’d like to include 8 or 10 drawings/collages. 


In addition, portraits: 
Alex’s 2 + the self portrait he has. 





2 http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Alfonso_A. Ossorio 





My mask (perhaps - that will take courage because in a way it’s so bad, but 
not untrue.) And maybe the one of Herbert Gold. 


July 30 

Poor Andy [Mele] was found out in his petty thieveries and | am the 
monkey wrench. As Darma or Robt? was it? said, ‘he is definitely not 
ingenuous.’ 

Oh the alarming sirens of parenthood. Roger apparently doesn’t lie or 
steal, at least | haven’t caught him 
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but | think it takes a peculiar intelligence to do so, the kind he lacks. He knows 
how to boast but not protect himself. 

l’ve done no work on the lecture, and the time draws near; that is the time 
and leisure to do it evaporates. Certainly I'll not have a free moment once school 
begins. When | recall what | could do in the space of a few days when | was, 
say, in college and compare it with the little | can do now | tremble. But then our 
lives were so preciously parceled out from the outside - so much order imposed 
without the necessity of internal will power. 
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Odd truth | never wanted to believe about the artist or myself as an artist is this: 
we never have more than what we begin with. The portrait | did of Robt of which 
| only have a snapshot left in 1945 or was it 44 ? is as good, if not, in tis way, 
purer, than anything | can do now. What has intervened is more and more 
conscious awareness of style - a little more art - that’s probably the sum total of 
it. 

Art, that is, elegant making, can be accomplished in a relatively short 
space of time - didn’t | learn quickly enough? but the inevitable new quixotic 
vision one has or one hasn’t. Art gets in its way. 
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What | must not be afraid to be as a teacher is a failure. To fail honestly 
and to have fingers pointed at me and heavy sighs and all those things of which 
I’m mortally shy. This, heaven preserve me from it however, could teach me 
more about myself than anything. And on the other side, if I’m happy and do 


well, not to be ashamed either. Might | not learn that, for me at any rate, 
unhappiness is not necessary? 


Aug 2 (Baby sitting for Opa) 

Letter from Lee Hoiby. We are to go to Nantucket Island or we were to go 
in the fall for a week, but money matters intervene. I’m somewhat hopeful | may 
sell some 


[page 38] 


of the smaller things permitting us to go. | have a resistance to selling, oddly. | 
don’t want to part with the little collage of mother on her wedding day or the oil on 
paper of the flowers. 

The things of 1952, two of which are up in the home now, are so clear, 
majestic, that | tremble for what | do now. But that original structure | had to 
break if | was to go forward. | must have it again but in a new way. 

We are, more and more as the years go by, not ourselves but our work. 
The hideous self-consciousness | used to feel for myself | feel now for my works. 
| regard them with the same tremulous misgivings | used to feel for myself (on 
practically every occasion | can think of.) 
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Willi is ousted from the N.R. Meyer is now at the helm. What does this 
mean for Robt? Endless back + forth to Obayo? Valet de chambre to Frank? at 
the mercy of every vanity-filled whim of his? (Frank, however, will not permit Robt 
to starve, or will he?) Robt’s recent reviews are dazzling. If his book has 1/4 the 
heat it will catch fire. 

Elizabeth invites me for a few days after the ist. If Nantucket falls through 
at least I’ll have a place to compress myself, arrange out of my pot-pourri of 
interior fevers, some kind of PROGRAM. Where do | stand? Am | doctrinaire? 
(No, | never was, but that makes it difficult.) What, of all the tricks of painting as 
an end will | permit the students to use? Why should | be against 


[page 40] 


them; they served [?] me? But | am against them because in truth they only 

permitted me to look like a painter before | was ready. Now, | feel it; the lock. 
There’s only the brush when all is said and done; only painting as it’s always 
been. All the chi-chi that permitted us to escape the problem of the edge, 


drawing, surface, - might go hang. It’s what feels TIME most frantically, and is 
lost. And it palls + bores. All tricks bore when their novelty is worn off. 
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Aug 5 

Love the close cosiness of writing here with a fire on - it’s autumnal out - 
Brahms quartet, Jacko [Marcault] home (how | love her) and some kind of inner 
order today in spite of a layer of excitement - why? 

Weiss sends me his changes of garments - lud who could dream of a more 
Plutonian title? inspite of our break! | will have to retaliate with a drawing or 
something. A nude would be appropriate. 

J. + | talk of Titta’s misery which is rooted in her dissatisfaction with her 
children. J. says Titta will not admit that character is character. It’s what they are 
- we can’t change. Titta who has 
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no vocation or art in which to project the passion in her has spent 21 years 
creating her children. In spite of which she has no communication with P at 
least. Seeing Basi in them is what alarms her. The faults of the father. Robt + | 
have always maintained it’s because she doesn’t love him, never loved him. J. 
says no, not true. 

Eva, poor dear, is trying hard now. Softening. P is a little frightening 
though, unreachable. 
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Aug 8. 

Hyde writes that he is to appear in a Life Magazine article with pictures of 
himself and his work. A little taste of the ‘public eye’ makes one so want more. 
We can’t explain this. It’s not only being assured of more money or a striding 
career. To have the Yes from outside helps our quavering No inside. Remember 
Proust describing a writer who was not very good but who fastened himself to a 
clique whose office was to praise him; thus stopping his flowing creek of self 
doubt. 
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Aug 10. 


Surely Pickens + | can’t fail to hit it off most of the time. In essentials we 
may not disagree but his experience of the mires the students can get into | have 
not got - and | may not be able to detect the weak spots before they become 
unalterably bad. 

Still as confused as ever as to schedules + courses and who is to teach 
what. 

He’s an awfully nice guy. Talks much (reminds me of Motherwell) probably 
out of the solitary life. Will help me | know. He was able to blend instantaneously 
with the family. 
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What’s besetting me now is a state of dire self-consciousness in the face of my 
work due to the responsibility of having to teach it, - out of it - rather in the next 
months. 

The new aesthetic: a taste for apprehensiveness; a history of discovery; a 
history of errors corrected but not obliterated; nervousness; the sense of the time 
in which the work was accomplished; responsibility of admitting material as 
material, - its intrinsic place. 

What do | begin to see coming into the work that has been without a 
something to see for so long? It’s just a not-so-abstract subject. It’s the 
presence of an object or the sense of its possible right place therein. 
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The work was my object, still intrinsically is my object; so what | mean is that 
objects are beginning to be separable. This should help me march. 

The science of graphology intrigues. 

When Bach was ill the town Burgomaster requested grass and straw be 
spread on the streets leading to his house to preserve Bach’s sleep. Pre- 
eminently his Time knew him. 

Tonight | intend to work; damn it all what with Claflin coming to give me the 
once over and all eternities of tiresome interruptions unforeseeable but as sure 
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as mosquitoes I'll never get through. Vow to work at night herewith. 

Does everyone have the fear of one’s private shames being undressed 
before all to see as the price of one’s public glory? (Elizabeth Pollet has fled 
Delmore Schwartz. He calls Robt, whom he’s snubbed in the past to locate her.) 


Is mine going to be Robert’s exposé of himself which unalterably becomes mine 
as well? 

The primary interaction of poetry, as of all the arts, is to affirm personal 
being and personal becoming and to defeat their enemies, the accidental and the 
fantastic. - Auden (The Dyer’s Hand) 
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August 12 
The beginning group will be the most difficult for me; and the manner in which | 
introduce what is real in painting or drawing will be crucial. Everything will 
depend upon it. Louis’ solution - to make a poster - might serve, - although what 
they made is not art still it involves the whole - which is the first step. 
The problems: 
A. The rectangle as the art object. 
B. Elements within must be held upon a plane. 
C. The surface. 
D. The edges of forms. 
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E. the direction, the teleology, of the stroke. (Rhetoric) 

F. The division of space. 

G. Scale 

H. Color, hue/chiaroscuro, warm + cool, line 

Opaque - transparent 
The key to color - by its obScure amounts. 

And lastly How To Make what we see serve the function of expressing what we 
feel. By our choices, eliminations, discretion, daring: the meaning of style. The 
personal signature; our own voice. 
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August 14 
Tomorrow Mrs. Claflin will visit. Procedure: to be quiet; to apologize only 
for not being able to show her enough work. Listen! Try to get out of her the 
schedule. 
“The second-rate works of a great writer are worth reading because they 
offer the best criticism of his masterpieces.” 
Va. Woolf 


“There’s a peculiar beauty and a peculiar dullness in Persuasion (Austen). 
The dullness is that which so often marks the transition stage between two 
different periods.” V.W. 
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How can one compose oneself as a writer? Only in spirit; not in matter. 
Consciousness, J. Austen’s subject/lesson is a question of the ethical. That’s my 
state likewise. Yet she deals with the ethical in her subject and I, in the sense 
that | reveal myself. 

We must praise the moulting [?] of our time because it has excited us into 
an unexpected syntax, into our own syntax. 

The stuff of painting, its Truth, must be gripped in the paradox of its form as 
ungently, ineluctably, as green in a leaf. But since our morality is the 
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spontaneous, to perform what we mean by Art is, in one sense, a lie. 
This, going to school to teach, is, in reality, one of the temptations in 
disguise which | had always promised myself to eschew. 
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August 15 

Wasted day. Mrs. Claflin postponed until Tuesday. 

If | were to be cut off now what indeed could | demonstrate | have done? 
Practically nothing but promise. That, damn it, is too little. 

The nuisance of having to talk about Art for a year, when | know its source 
is never its many elements. And dare | talk about sources and the nature of the 
mongrel who makes Art? No matter, that | must show sooner or later; the other, 
the stuff itself will work on real talent, on real urgency so to bring the subject up. 
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Sant EH pT 


So often | regret my lack of intelligence. But for what | must do privately | 
think it’s enough. The intelligence | lack is for self-presentation; to conquer with 
ideas. Anyway, that’s not my way. It’s not only intelligence but my impatient 
temperament; it’s complete only when working at what it can do. 
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Sunday [Obalensky] - 18th August 

Across the river was disappointing. My own fault probably. Well, good to 
know the rich are bored; and more boring than we are. It’s why Yvonne had to 
leave her mother; why she prefers artists who are greedier and hurt her. 

Jean + Frank are evicted. 
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Degas went to Malarmé. He said he wanted to write poetry: “I’ve so many ideas”. 
“You don’t make poetry with ideas,” said Mallarmé, “but with words.” 

You must show them when they come to work from life the equation of the 
two structures: nature or the thing seen; and Art. This demonstrates the laws of 
painting but how can | explain? Damn, how insoluble things things are. 

Philip says he can do nothing but paint new and in the last 5 years. This 
after my asking - was there anyone? He praises Musa. She is his 
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alter ego. He considers De Kooning higher than RM + Rothko and, even, - 
himself. Philip is really as (Simple) and unspoiled as ever. 


August 20 

Mrs. C expected today. Frank comes to take violin again. 

The problem of how to face our bills and have the small amount of working 
Capital required to begin the season looks insoluble without a bank loan which | 
dread. Over money we always fight. Robt is paranoidal about what he considers 
my never caring. This year I’ll take over the finances. 
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To make form requires the death of the spontaneous and we dread that. 
To perform Art requires in part the lie of emotional truth. The truth becomes other 
than itself. (Green is green; is in fact meaningful only when it’s in a leaf.) 

What is the value inherent in working deliberately + entirely from one’s 
emotions? The advantage of being excited into an unexpected syntax or into our 
own true syntax. 
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August 21 


Louise Bogan and Thornton Wilder will both be at the MacD C. when Robt 
is there. | don’t consider this a good omen. 

Alton and | made requisition list last night. | hope fervently it’s the last of 
that hokus-pokus for a while. 

| don’t Know what to make of him. Whatever it is it’s deliberate | feel sure. 
He’s no innocent, no butterfly; not athwart his emotions, surely. Well, | must be 
myself. | must try not to please too much. Enjoy myself. Why try to keep up with 
Vassar? Keep to my way, to myself. Look to 
the ‘authentic fire’ 
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wherever it is; trust it. It’s all | know. A. wants 
to hear the worst about everyone. He’s one 
who cannot put his trust down easily. 


Aug 28 

Rocklin + his wife were here for weekend. 
The former is more riddled with fear than 
anyone we know. But she is quite a peach. 
Rarely lucky he is. (Alas, | don’t make an effort 
to perform unless the ears are worthy.) 
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Money troubles. The bank is slow to give us the loan. Exorbitant expenses with 
the car. Will we ever get off once to a clean start financially? The week at 
Yaddo, especially if | take the car, could be a stop-gap. And R’s expenses at Mac 
Dowell ought to be low. By mid-November we ought to be solvent. One small 
sale could so effectively align us. Damn it. 

Robt says he hates me some of the time but he’s not indifferent. 
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August 30 


Preparations begun for the week at Yaddo. My program is not clear to me 
yet but I’ll take one big one with me to see if one week of thorough immersion 
can resolve it. 

Tropisms: think about it. Frank’s discovery of the ways of earth worms. 

Passion as an act of gentleness. Passion is expressed only by the right 
relations. 

Why do | feel resentment to people | really know only casually i.e. The 
Manorshas or those one sees eternally at concerts but never knows? 
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It’s because of the very nature of the encounters; their casualness; and the 
effort to be mild for the occasion. And what an effort it is, to be mild. (I can’t 
simulate ease.) But there’s another aspect to this resentment. There’s an 
imbalance. These people want more from me than ever | want from them, and 
will take it. They’ve got such chips. (But the situation can be so neatly shifted if | 
took the trouble). Too often it’s a lack of delicacy on my part - not my over- 
sensitivity - which a little effort and practice could so gently obviate. Truth is | 
don’t 
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mind anything for the first time. 
“You can exert no influence if you are not susceptible to influence.” Jung! 
“When we think, it is in order to judge or reach a conclusion, and when we 


feel it is in order to attach a proper value to something -” Jung 


Yaddo Sept 3 

The studio walls are grey and the room is small, small for me after Pine 
Tree - though so much larger than mine at home. 

Whether | can do much or not in the few days remains to be seen. | won’t 
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be foolish and exhaust my energy now before the grind ahead. So much | come 
to realize am | at the mercy of the space, air, light of the place | work in. They are 
the key. They set me off once I’ve said yea to them. This key, this air, however, 
doesn’t appeal to me at all. 

Alas, Herbert Gold is a fool, treble, quadruple. 
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Sept 4 

Well | can, | think, kill myself over that picture. At least | have a way. So 
now | have to have an object, so | admit it here and so it’s not original - having no 
quarrel with the spaces; it’s difference is only a matter of scale. That’s what it 
must be. 

Robt is so many cuts above all the crap asses here, anywhere - probably. 

What am | doing here? 
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Sept 6 little studio in courtyard 

Saturday I’m to do Elizabeth. Wonder if | can? 

Damn it I’m too slavish with the portraits. Shall have to struggle with the 
stuff around the figure and try a new space. Hyde does this but lacks the 
Capacity to astonish; he separates - he doesn’t arc. His work has an earnest air, 
student-like. Curious to see the paintings of Jim Hoffman. | expect he’s good. 

To take the wrong turning, to make one concession might lose one 
everything one has. Then, no going back. You can’t retrieve your goodness of 
another time. 
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Sept 7 

The best Art, the Art that appeals to me | mean, looks concrete but when 
you examine it, it’s abstract. 

Jim Hoffman goes the opposite way. 

| would like to put tragedy in an apple or a piece of cloth. Other people’s 
ways are So appealing but no - not for me anymore. 
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Sept 8 
Find | am not at home in the world of Herb Gold + Saul Bellow; their 
references and jokes don’t mean anything to me - therefore I’m in poor fettle with 


them. Takes a quick emotional climate to bring anything out in me. 


Sept 9. 


Herb Gold tells me Ill never find a man. Too strong a character, too 
aggressive, too man-like (hungry like a man does he mean?) However can it be 
told that one’s not hungry + man-like where one doesn’t love. Wanting someone 
is what makes monsters of us - makes men woman-ish + women mannish. We 
are one with our desire. 
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When to stop is all important. The point where he stops marks the artist 
unalterably. Philip mentioned this last summer on the only occasion we were 
together. Most of us today stop too soon. 


Sept 10. 

I’m in such a state of hysterical fatigue that I'll welcome going home on 
Thursday. Today | must relax. Here | can relax only when absorbed in a painting 
problem. 

| put on the act again last night - of the poor but valiant girl smiling through 
adversity. Enough. 


[page 71] 


Sept 11. 

I’m near hysteria from lack of sleep - unable to relax. This week, - which 
could have been an occasion to do what | had intended: gather together - is a 
total loss. | have neither work to show nor inner peace. (And | have no one to 
love me or to love.) 

What a sickening ballast of self-pity is assailing me. 

Well I’m rid, glory be, of Herbert Gold. He says, you’ll never find a man. 


Sept. 13. 

Trying to help settle matters at home. Marcia [Nardi] in the third volume of 
her travail wants to descend. That | must not have. Stove finished. Large sums 
of money have to be 
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outlayed. We will be going farther and farther into debt. 


A long look at what | did this time at Yaddo. Never never must | permit 
myself to paint in a space whose light is anathema to me. Eccolo - the results. 


And | knew it all along. If ever | go to Yaddo again | must be given Pine Trees or 
one of the stone studios. 


September 15 

Robert’s first impulses at MacDowell so like mine, first time | was at Yaddo. 
The let down and faint, inexplicable disappointment. Still, wnen he comes 
together with the others, he’ll sense the meaning in it all. 
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Cebotars whom Chuck + | visited 2 years ago at Xmas pay a visit. He, 
scorpionesque, refuses to give much; secretive, strong, self-limiting. He looks at 
my work all over the walls and says nothing. Curious, the person who does that 
without affecting it. He seems not to mean anything by it. She is more high- 
strung and neurotic than | remembered. We didn’t make fire works as before. 

I’ve moved myself, or will, tomorrow, downstairs. Might as well let my work 
sprawl over the house while | have the occasion. 
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Sept. 18 


Momentous day. First day of school. 
Eva’s problem: Her boyfriend is not ready to ‘take her to his mother.’ Titta ina 
fret of anxiety lest it be discovered too late ((before she commits her heart 
inexorably to him) that his blood is Not good, that in fact he has negro blood. Too 
preposterous, | say but thinking now about his appearance, his dark color, flat 
nose and the liquid black eyes of the negro, | wonder. 

Have to content myself with working upstairs after all. The light is too 
irregular otherwise. 
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Sept 19 

Arrived at school fortunately early. Alton late and | had 30 or so girls on my 
hands alone. No Scavaglione either. Actually, though | thought | would be on the 
spot - they were, the girls, whom | set to work. Most of their work is to horrible to 
contemplate. 

Tomorrow: 


1st step: ask them to begin as if they’d never drawn before or looked 
at an object before. Establish some of the problems. 
| see | shall have to be the strong one. Alton is weak and afraid. | have 
nothing to fear. All | have to fear is my work + personal anxiety. 
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Sept 20 

There is very little difference between the students and the faculty, the 
latter are merely older. | doubt whether such learning as | will achieve this year 
will be of much use to me as a painter. All | have to guard against is a committal 
to a more substantial way of life. My effort this year will be towards greater and 
greater independence from the outside. There must be a way to make a living 
with the work. I’m going to push my way somehow into fellowships or portraits or 
something! 
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Sept 21. 

Robert’s written more words as he’s computed than Cocteau or Colette or 
any of them in one year. Herb Gold too. Letter from the latter today. | think he 
too suffers from a will to be kind comme Alton, Robt, - all we know except may 
be, myself. Herb says he was “severe with himself.” 

I’ve already betrayed Alton unintentionally in conversation with Pamela 
Askew implying he was late for class. God how that hurts. Damn. I’ve got to 
learn to be humble and quiet. 
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Sept 22. 

I’m a bore even to myself. Am | going to be able at last to look at things as 
they are? Under what gust of confidence did | sail all these years? Because for 
the most part | had a pretty indestructable arrogance. Now | only can play at it, 
never possess it - again? I’m working now entirely without what is called 
inspiration. 

Must must finish the big one. 


[loose page] 
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Sept 25 

3 days at school in one clip. So much in three days that | can’t recall one 
day or one moment. They are one misery. Then Alton accuses me of railroading 
him. 

Promptly at 5 o’clock every day | get the weeps. The whole day 
discharges itself, all its confusions, idiocies, all my moments of loss of face in a 
flood of self pity. Happily when my belly is full | recover. Happily, | do recover 
and can recover, because honest | am trying to be and honest | shall have to 
appear whatever that is. What difference what picture | make? 
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Sept 27 

Quiet day. Throbbing + drawing, in the work. Loss of form and authority. Fear 
I’m not as good as | thought; only a little fish. Have to learn everything - 
everything again. 

Now | must get things out of the gallery and prepare for the show and all sorts of 
chores that paralyze me. 

| would like to be taken care of, lead a quiet life without responsibility except to 
the work; as Virginia Woolf had it. I’m not Colette. One of the reasons why I’m 
so frayed and have lost all form is - but | know 
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it - why write it? So | must be a grown up and not love everything | see and want 
it to respond to me. 

Painting generalizes - it’s an abstraction. The collage makes us think of 
the particular, the materials of its making: paper-ness, painted-ness, flatness. 
Painting is an illusion. Collage is a fact. 
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September 29 

Yvonne for the weekend - 24 hours of chat. Some, serious. She has the quality 
of understanding the heart of problems having to do with people and knew 
immediately my problem which she diagnosed as fatigue. 

She’s quite right, | think. 


Conference at Titta’s with the boy and Basi. | would like to go over later to see 
what it is and offer my help. 
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Oct 5 

The difficulty with Alton is at last ironed out. What a frenetic, suffering, 
lonely week it’s been. All the while | putting the blame for my own egotism self 
absorption on others. That seems to be the root of the evil. | have only to be a 
little more clear, more rational, more muscular. More intelligent forsooth! He is 
good; probably a saint as well as a monster. His methods are a little Dickensian, 
however. I’m not accustomed to being punished so indirectly. 

When all is said and done, | enjoyed myself last night. Especially 
afterwards 
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having coffee in Katz’ apartment and feeling cosy. What a power of relief one 
has writing but one’s pain or paranoia. 

Goya revealed his genius at 35 at the moment he stopped trying to please. 
Ecco, Robt. He painted to bear witness to the truth. 

Mondrian is one of those rare painters whose work, life, thought, reveal a 
total consistency; drives to the goal without side-stepping. It looks French like 
Ravel with the same smokey passion beneath the immaculate exterior. 
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The art historians must have a reason for everything, even genius i.e. Miss 
Barker on Uccello. | wonder if they wouldn’t think it possible to perform it at will, 
the right material and geography in attendance of course? - Like making 
protoplasm out of seaweed. They abhor the accident, the unexplainable; the 
very things we apotheosize. But naturally. 


One moment yesterday in class sang in me like a little song all evening. 
The large boy-girl who draws like Picasso (I mean tries) said after | commented 
on a line of her work: you are always 
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right. You never make a mistake. 

| don’t know which comes first, the wound or the gift; but it doesn’t matter. 
The wound enables the gift to function and the gift predisposes one for the 
wound. We can survive the wound because of the gift. 

Difficult for me to teach; | mean devastatingly exhausting because | cannot 
deal except on terms of intimacy with those | teach. 
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Oct 12 

O what a revelation this teaching is becoming for me. How it’s shredding 
myself of itself. How liquifying, emptying, but how objective. What it reveals - 
what my work hasn’t been all these years - frightened me at first but now gives 
me courage. If | had the time, the quiet, the stretch | could make all worthwhile. | 
see my entire fortune as a painter spread-eagled on the houses/horns of the 
horoscope. When it’s time for Neptune | must take to the sea. Surely that is 
coming? To work with the lights. First from nature to sense the innocent 
structure; then, the hard work of making; formalism. 
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More comes to look at the picture for the Whitney. I’m sort of numb and don’t 
care. 

My first impulse to which | succumbed, was tears when | read RM on 
Bradley. Such speed and passion in it | wonder did R wish to vindicate himself 
for a failure to Bradley? A sense of outrage too; that RM could use this occasion 
to celebrate his own position in the history of the movement. 
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Oct 13 


More liked picture + now | must see it gets down and photographed. Wish 
| could finish at least one for Vassar. This way | have only the sketches to show 
them. 

Working along at an even clip. The organization helps but as ever it’s thin 
ice. | can lock at any point but that’s what | must avoid without risking loss of 
inevitability. | have no idea whether what | have to say is a legitimate vision or 
merely an eccentricity. As with everything I’ve done, it remains to be seen 
afterwards - years afterwards. 
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Oct 15 

Feel quite blank today. These hiatuses of weekends throw me back into 
whatever | have of an inner life and, gratefully, | suppose, | lose the thread of 
teaching. 


Oct 18 

Unable to breathe - 3 days of it. Feverish exhaustion. Its not the work but 
me and my anxiety. When the show is over I'll be better, work more calmly. | feel 
hopelessly impaled, on the spot - yet everyone is kind, not prying. | feel 
dependent, not strong, that’s it. 
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Robt virulent about RM on Bradley: RM is a nasty little cockteaser, whose 
only human justification is having once, inadvertently, hurt a noble and delicate 
and very manly creature into his best poetry. 

Success with the beginners this week. Drawing from the model - | didn’t 
permit them to make a single line but to work entirely with matter. 

About 150 reasons why | shouldn’t teach namely: 

Truth: it takes everything 

Kindness: not wishing to hurt but to hurt is the only way. 

giving all: depletes exorbitantly 

people: too many for my fainting spirit to contend with. 

conscience: what to do about those you can’t do anything about? 
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6. innate, martian impulsiveness. 


7. talking: | don’t know how make a shape with words but my 
impulses are probably right. 

8. inter-faculty, fiction, boredoms, cliques - america. 

9. guilt towards Roger (what am | doing with that wonderful raw 
material except permitting it to moulder? 

10. My health. 

11. fatigue and the inroads on my own work. 
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Tyrannical arabesque. 





Oct 20 

Trnka comes for his mail; asks me to forgive him for what he’d done which 
some day | promised | could show him was useful. How?! 

Jimmy + | argue heatedly about art, women artists, and the academic. His 
point: you’re not an artist until you can paint anything. | may have felt the same 
way 10-15 years ago. 

Sort of hankering to battle it - what? out at Cedar Bar again. One nice 
thing about the set up is that good manners are out. All’s fair. 
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Oct 25. 

| performed better this week; in fact, | performed . The sense of a few 
allies in the class helps, of course. 

Stupefied with their problems. Teaching is a vocation. Alton’s tip about 
short-cutting by not permitting them certain mistakes, helps. 

Tomorrow, Robert. I’ve gotten used to being alone. | don’t dislike it. How 
has he changed, | wonder? And Marcia upon us again. The weak are always 


stronger than the strong. Subtly desperate they know how to play upon one’s 
sense of honor “you know, Lee is so loyal to his friends etc.” 
My set up is really so much better than Louis’ for 
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example. | got to this place where | must teach and then | can escape it almost 
completely. 

But | feel a terrible waste and lack of completion about everything of mine. 
I’m un-conceptual. What happens is given. Though, probably for the first time, 
I’m better in this respect. | need long stretches of work time. | need to have 
nothing else in the way. 

| hope this will be Robert’s year. It’s what I’m doing all this for after all. 
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Oct 27 

Robert home. First burst of confidence over. I’m too black + greedy, full of 
myself. And | knew this would be too. Wretched of me not to have the self- 
discipline. It was/is fatigue partly. Wednesday, a week, the talk. I'll be informal if 
| can; if | have the confidence. It can’t be awfully long, thank heavens; there will 
not be time. 


Nov 1 

Tired, but home. Robert tells me how to behave before my pictures. In 
class | must account for my pictures, their pictures - make categories, establish 
some values; but in the presence of my work | perform as a subject-artist. Which 
is to say | need not 
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give them anything they can bite into. Whatever | say must have the prefix: this 

is a half-truth. Let me only bring in but not demonstrate the word inspiration. (If 

we were performing anything but art, the anatomy of discovery could possibly be 
laid bare, but that’s what we mean by Art; that, in fact, it can’t. Talent is an 


armour often preserving us from the risks, the dangers, of the vulnerable - inside 
- look, and, from discovering what we are. 








Nov 3 


| still don’t know what I’m going to say nor how to Say it. Only pray that the 
set up will conspire to 
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make me feel a little easy and natural. | must try not to be farouche and wild + 
uncontrolled. 


Nov 8 

The rallying of the students, their warm attentiveness and sympathy during 
the ordeal, has done more for me than any public recognition I’ve had so far. 
Now, my anxiety mitigated | can probably go ahead and be myself and teach 
something. 

Found myself talking to one or two in particular in the audience - to Louise 
Stockley, to Alton, to Sonia. Awful, those pauses - and so much to say which on 
the spot like that | couldn’t say, couldn’t commit myself, couldn’t bare my secrets. 

The inevitable harridan 
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is the catalyst, pointing up my vulnerability in the face of words. | answer that 
reason is not the only order. Who is to say whether the architecture of feeling is 
less than reason? It’s the mode of artists, simply. She asks me what about 
motherly love - that one, who in her invidious person demonstrated the contrary. 

Claflin helped wonderfully; nut-shelled all the things it would have taken 
forever to explain. 

| have pride and relief in it all. But | have guilt too. How much of it could 
be seen to be by me at any rate just another subtler performance; 
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theater, the most successful kind of theater relying on the chords of empathy that 
are always struck when one stands shivering and alone and naked. | must not 
get in the habit of doing this!! Only, if my vocation were to be teacher. 

To love one, like oneself another artist, is pure narcissism. 


[pasted in] 

They are quite uninteresting. I think I painted those 
earlier pictures in order to see what I hadn’t ever seen before 
and maybe that’s what we do all the time. I want to see what 
I’ve not seen, what I haven’t even imagined. Something 


different from a nightmare, something that remains, cannot 
vanish whose only relief is yet another picture, the criticism, 
the rectification of the first one and so on. We continue to 
paint in the way that we ask a reprieve. It was not all said, 
It was not all right. 


[pasted in] 

We talk or I talk to you all the time about your subject and the 
necessity to find it whether it’s an abstract one or a motif. 
And I know that baffles you. It’s virtually impossible to be 
plain except to say when you have it you’1ll know it and so will 
anyone else who can read the language of painting. I suppose I 
began really to know that even though I was to be 49th rate I 
had to be a painter when I couldn’t resist my subject which may 
be only another way of saying that I could release some of my 
real feeling and recognize its manifestation as a picture as the 
truest thing about me. It’s for this reason that I tend to 
scourge my generation. They begin to often with STYLE, not 
Subject and why I admire the work of Philip Guston, and Bradley 
Tomlin who began with subject (RM) 
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[pasted in] 

Where do we stand today? I’m forced to ask myself this 
question. I’1l recapitulate as briefly as possibly the 
historical process that precedes where we are: Art has always 
praised something. At the turn of the century the artist turned 
his back on all the things art had always praised and praised 
art itself. This isn’t to say that artists have not always 
praised art too in the past else there would have been no 
tradition but it was never art alone. At the turn of the 
century when the painter said the history of Art is my subject 
matter, it is the grist for my mill. Or I will take gold and 
make gold, that in a matter of speaking he had straw and made 
perhaps straw. When I say this I mean only that for many of us 
Art is not enough. But it’s all we have. It’s a perilous 
stance. Because the artist must praise a counterfeit, an 
invention, he has to trust only his prayer that his living, 
personal, passion will be able to irradiate the humble, everyday 
matter of his craft. If any of you have ever painted you know 
how bleak the most beautiful colors can be arranged on the 
palate, or how unforgiving, implacable, is that rectangle which 
is so unlike the shape of one’s thought and feeling. The 
colors, like words, are every thing and nothing too. 


When I say that we hold a perilous stance I mean also that our 
particular has lost its meaning the meaning of analogy or 
paradox (a painted hand is paint and also hand). Our particular 
is paint so we are without a particular and have only the 
general. We don’t sing about anything except paint which is 
perhaps only another way of saying that we sing the Song of 
Ourselves. This is all we seem to be able to do. It remains to 
be seen whether it can be enough. A very large soul is 
required. What is required, the most difficult exercise for 
western man I can think of, is not to paint for himself but out 
of himself. Nature has always preserved the painter from 
solipcism; it’s always preserved him from self mannerism and 
from that even more diabolical cul de sac: the trap of his own 
particular rhythm. The painting as the act of the painting. .. 
was bound to happen teleologically but its pitfalls are legion: 
no bottom, no sides, no edges (what are they?). Only energy, 
growth, force like nature. What eye will come along and read it 
as Cezanne read nature? Who knows, that may be paintings 
future.? 
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Nov 15 

This week | was not excessively nervous. | appear to be ‘invited’ more. | 
am accepted or whatever it is but that too could be a frantic responsibility. And 
what does it profit, the work? 

Roger’s teacher tells me he has the most charming personality in the class and 
he’s doing well. Enough. 

One of my most effective devices in class is to say: look where you’ve 
never looked; put it down where you’ve never put it down before; start 
somewhere else. 

Tuesday, I’m to try a portrait of Katz. [who? faculty?] 
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Nov 18 

New clothes bought and delighted in. 

Evening at Pamela Askew. Very intimate for a first time, really. Drinking is 
impossible for me though the momentary effects are liberating. 

Through the grapevine; that is, Jonn Hohnsbeen, learn “how well I’m doing 
as a teacher.” This is what comes of innocent or ignorant assumption. When | 
mentioned that | felt great freedom and non-interference in the department | was 
told it’s the case where one is doing all right. When one is not, the axe falls. 
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Nov 22, 57 

Everything prestissimo in class. Almost all of them are coming out with 
something now. This is about as draining a situation as I’ve ever had. At least 
there is growing an air of intensity in the class. But what does it do for me? God, 
it makes ART look easily got or, at least, a quality of life - easily got. (wish | had 
me for a teacher at their age.) 

If they make a place for me there I’m sunk as an artist. To preserve my Art 
| must give up Art now; give up the little (and by heaven it’s little) | have and go 
back to beginning statements. Such as I’ve made with one or 2 momentary 
exceptions is merely pretty. 
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Nov. 27 

Claflin asks me whether I'd be interested in a part-time job next year. This 
seems a possibility if funds are available to the department. 

What makes the girls work well? Robt says to communicate passion is all 
that’s required. 

What is intelligence? Not adept thinking but the right word at the right 
time. 
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Nov 28 

Headachey + sick all day. | must work tonight. It seems to take me 24 
hours to recover from teaching. Is this merely a notional indulgence? 

In the press abstract Art is getting it with a sledge hammer now. 


ge ey 
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Dec 1. 

In the last 4 weeks I’ve suffered anxiety, the kind | haven’t had for many 
months - waking at night with fast heart and cold fear from dreams. The anxiety 
fastens on the work - | must go where I’m going - why do | fear? 
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Dec 2. [1957] 

Katz + | talked about marriage last week. Though he’s separated from his 
wife he cannot resist her, nor she him. The chief difficulty apparently was her 
jealousy of his work. 

The chief difficulty with Robt + | is his not working. This above everything 
is what | do resent. He doesn’t really know the frenzy of time. He’s a butterfly. 
This may indeed be to the good in the long run. That is, he may make his thing, 
but | cannot bear the fact that he can so remarkably be put off from it. This is 
probably in the nature 
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of our squares: his with [Neptune], mine with [Saturn]. The latter makes one 
excessively anxious, guilty and, | suppose, duty-bound. With [Neptune], far 
worse, | think, because it is self-deceiving; it’s dreams, not work. 

For what, anything in this life but the work? | have dreams too; to be as 
good as some of the good ones, and more and more | think | cannot make that 
camp, but I’ll work. 
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Dec 5 

My picture [“what picture?”] looks very small at the Whitney and is small 
and sings in a tonality totally different from anything else there. Most of the 
painters describe and don’t dramatize. It’s hardly possible to recognize one from 
another. Basta. Enough. Don’t even talk about it here. Philip sent a little one (I 
didn’t know he could and would make one in that format) probably because in his 
perverse way he wanted to comment on J. Mitchell or Hartigan or any of the 
others. It wasn’t that good, though. 


My week went badly. | wasn’t nervous or performing enough. How 
deceitful to have to teach painting that way. 
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Dec 9. 1957 

Finished Winter’s Tale. Theater in the sense of display, pageantry not 
character or fatality. 

Robt gives up N.R. for a few months. 10000 words typed of his MS. 

We must pull in straps financially again. Still, with discipline we can put 
away enough for a jaunt to the sea. 

| will need to go away for the summer to work. How much can | complete 
here, now, before the next show? 

Tightening up in the last 6-8 months - wants 
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loosening again. Probably the best tactic is to work again from life. 
For the beginning classes without a model: 
. photographs of sculpture 
. une space (with line) 
. new materials: oil paint 
. zoology labs + geography 
. Pure invention: same values maintain the good quality of 
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line etc. 


a 


. collage from figure. 
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Dec 15. 

After Tuesday 3 weeks vacation. To work. 

With the painting students working from the model | know no other honest 
way than honest analysis of what is to be seen; Cezanne’s way. If they could 
invent, | keep telling them, something more beautiful than what happens naturally 
in the conjunction of a hand and a head than they needn't be the slave of the 
visual. | hope by this device to make them understand the analogy of the 
anatomy of paint 
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structure to Nature’s happening. 
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Dec 18. 

Christmas in tow. Consumed with powerful inertia. Must break it tomorrow 
or shift its course. This could be seen to be perfectly natural second movement 
to the nervous exorbitancy of the months preceding. 

Note from Tom Goethals telling me he’s remarried. 
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Dec 19 

| believe the effect of teaching on me is to make me feel wretchedly stupid 
and at aloss. | understand why Philip resents it. Only those who talk well and 
love ideas can survive it. 

The 3rd dimension of 2-dimensional modern painting is the concept of the 
structure of painting itself. ‘S death to be conceived with that awareness, or 
decadence. 
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Dec 20. 

Flood rains. Water virtually up to the bridge. Temperature about 58. 
Tropical fish are being discovered swimming hundreds of miles north of their 
normal habitats. 

The old masters were very positive about right proportions (and how to 
make them), perspective, what to learn. The personal element, the idea of 
genius was not considered. Today we have nothing to teach except the idea 
paramount that one must secure one’s own way. 
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| need some inner excitement; even to talk to painters and chafe, agitate, and be 
outraged and outrage. 


Dec. 23 ‘57 

The sense of decoration: Does it come after or with? Or, rather, can it 
come after and be successful? 

| find myself this year amenable to decorate - | test myself with Xmas - and 
hope the capacity is not lost to me forever. 

So important to make the right movements from the beginning and always. 
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Can integrity of forms be found sufficiently in the act itself (painting)? 
What, if anything, is required? That which the past required? Or, enormous 
souls, such as few possess? Is RM’s despair equivalent to enormity of soul, or is 
it mere enormity? for example. 
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Dec 25 - ‘57 

| have a dear Masaccio [?] book - Jimmy, brought from his Italy. And some 
of his brushes and paints. It’s hopeless, that. And beautiful sweaters. They 
make me feel indecent. As Roger says, “I have four pieces of artillery.” Very 
quiet and more generally serene than ever before, Christmas this year. Titta + 
Basi suffer mindlessly over Eva + the boy. | would like to please everyone there, 
Eva, and her father, but Titta makes my gorge rise. Her betrayal of the child is so 
unforgivable, no matter her motives. 

Alex comes tomorrow. 
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Dec 27. 

Back to work after 2 day respite. How | detest these respites. Nothing 
fruitful ever comes of them, nothing but additional chafing. 

For school, with all the classes I’m going to try an experiment in 
conceptualization. With the model as subject matter. 

1st. collage - it may get them away from decoration and little things. To 
serve only for the arrangement of right masses, color and hue. 

2nd drawings: quick, not of the figure per se 
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but of the picture that is to be. 
3. painting with a sense of history, their history. 


Botticelli represents the moment of perfect equilibrium between the antique 
and the medieval. 

I’ve written a note to Elizabeth Ames asking if Yaddo is possible for me this 
summer. | must be again so immersed | can breathe nothing but painting. And 


I’ll be ready by spring | think for a recovery of myself. Or for an egregious loss of 
myself. 
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Dec 29, 57 

Feeling fat and healthy now. Sleep-surfeited. Either | sleep too much or 
too little. No matter. 

Jacquot for a visit. It appears Babino’s (J + T’s father) interpretation of 
Eva’s horoscope validates Sonia’s. Eva is going to come through with flying 
colors. Whatever it is - is good. 

Useless to be loved unless one loves. When do these moments come 
together? The intimacy of the bed is less perilous than practically 


[page 125] 


any other. A pity | didn’t know this when | was much younger. 

| shall ask Darma to pose for me regularly on Sunday mornings. | need to 
put a figure in my H. of V. My bowls, flowers, apples are fading in my 
imagination. 


Dec 31. 10:40 
Quiet this N.Yrs. Up to FM’s for a drink in a little while. Curious to see 
Kendall once again - who seemed very attractive to me the only time | met him. 
Today’s mail brought 2 superfluous but terribly welcome little notes. One 
from Alex telling me about 
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my picture at the Whitney which I’d hardly seen myself and had no repost about. 
And another tender note of respect and affection from my little Diana [Korzenik]. 
(Someone is grateful for what I’m doing at school in any case. One is all that 
matters). 
So little my spirits need - one word of encouragement. 

Titta’s having a party for her Pariglis [?] in hopes that the Harvard boy will 
sweep Eva off her feet. 

| long too, to see the beautiful seven but that is impossible. The pain is 
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beginning again or the disease or despair or whatever it is - for it’s that way with 
me always - and there will be only the crescendo of it hopelessly unless 
something distracts me. | wish it would, something. 


Jan3 1958 

Looking back at the last period | had at Yaddo this fall - only a week - was 
it? - | realize that what | thought was pure failure and ineptitude marks, really, a 
turning point. Not an end but a beginning. It was at that point | couldn’t retreat 
any longer. 
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Jan5 1958 

My pictures until now revealed the ‘whole.’ Now | appear to be more 
occupied with the parts. The parts may be intricately compiled but the whole 
must be simple. 

Against ‘first results’ Matisse: | want to reach the state of condensation of 
sensations which constitutes a picture...... prefer to continue working on it so 
that later | may recognize it as a work of my mind. 
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Rodin: Michaelangelo is the culmination of gothic thought. Bracque: Nobility 
grows out of contained emotions. | like the rule that connects the emotion. 


Jan 6. 1958 

Announcement of Whitney’s Nature in Abstraction. The opening falls on 
Tuesday - class time unless | can get out of it early enough. 

Letter from Hoiby. An opera of his to be performed in Italy this spring. 
Veronese: we painters take the same liberties as poets and madmen take. 
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Jan 11 1958 

| was eager to see the girls again, full of enthusiasm but the three days 
almost finished me. | tend to expend in rather futile ways: cleaning up; getting 
there too early and worrying. The Wednesday afternoon class is generally 


unsuccessful, chiefly, | suppose, because Alton is there and it puts me on the 
spot. 

Notes from the gallery set me fidgeting. They want pictures and | tear into 
my big H. of V. and 
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obliterate it. Doubts doubts anguishes, worthless habits, the difficulty of this 
ungainly medium - and it is that above everything, ungainly - and the perennial 
difficulty of where | work with no space around me - always something wrong 
with my set-up - and the sense of not being clear, or, too little of the time. When 
clear too often merely prosaic. Besides, the discomforts of the season, the icy 
house, the dog, telephone, - don’t help. 
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Jan 13 58 
Grueling few days of work but I’m going ahead. When the desperation (and the 
joy) is greater in the work than it is in the life we have a monster. 


Jan 16 58 

This is just seasonal, astrological, bad time. Hideous, infernal, nature to 
contend with. Aching back from concentration driving the impossible roads. 
Depression and self pity. Probably invention of a self-pitying imagination. 
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Am | enough appreciated? If we do everything we can and it’s powerful little why 
should anyone appreciate? Aren’t we always rewarded for the effort that is 
inexpensive and our most rigorous struggles remain invisible? (Relish the sense 
of afterwards) 

At least pain is equal to joy in lifting us from a desert of repetition and sub- 
living. To be able to use what comes, to grow muscle, that should be enough. 
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Yes, little Diana [Korzenik] is an artist. Watch her meanness when she 
works. She is self-bound, self-motivated, absorbed. So like me at her age. 


To sustain, is, in a word, what I’m trying to teach these girls. Anti-heat-of- 
passion school. Anti-accident. Consciousness. The very thing that impales us 
but makes us grow. 

Alton + |, we are in competition; that’s why we can’t really 
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be friends. Maybe another year, another school. And I’m not graceful putting 
him at ease about this. | over-flatter his kindness to me which probably has a 
beastly element of expediency about; his, | mean. 


Jan 19. 

Mele, dogs, wood-sawing; endless external exigencies separate me again. 
The only hope is a period of utter selfishness such as I’ve gotten at Yaddo. 2 
months of killing work. 
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The hopelessness of an arrangement with the beautiful 7 doesn’t despair 
me as it would have earlier. | love things without a future, all that’s new. 

Intending a trip to N.Y. on Wednesday. | want only to wander around. 

Jimmy asks me if Robt will be finished, as he proclaimed, on the first of 
Feb. (Haven't | heard these ultimate dates before: 1st of August, 
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1st of November - and the 1sts of all the years before?) Bult little by little my 
anxiety for his work slips away. It’s not important what | feel. | doubt that my 
nagging all these years did any good. | never had a whisper from him. | would 
have liked something. 

| was in the backroom of Mrs. Claflin’s apartment. There, after all, are the 
things she loves. Tchelitchew. How they love to 
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hunt in the landscape for the lion, the boy, the old man’s head. How they miss 
what | call painting. I’m doing all right teaching, getting something out of almost 
everyone. At least, if not finish, a sense of what plasticity is. If not then, painters, 
an informed audience. If they can’t keep me (this is part of my depression 
surely) | honestly think they lose. But where could | go? 


[page 139] 


| confess | like the Hartigan she has. It has passionate vitality. A good example 
of its kind and time. It would make a wonderful exercise or example for my girls. 
To have always fresh contact with the surface. 


Jan 22 1957 10 AM 
A new ball-point I’m using sent me by Alex. His occupation is his friends. 
Waiting for Mele to go off to NY. | am numb yet - don’t feel the usual 
excitement about the city. 
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But bad dreams need less to say over the picture. And guilt about not sending 
one to Peridot. Not being on my toes (have | ever?) concerning my career. 
Teaching has taken that part of me if there could be said to be such a part. 
Robert thinks Alton not straight but not strong enough for genuine evil. 
Maimed. 
Seen the catalogue of Whitney’s Nature in Abstraction. Philip is eloquent; 
strong enough now to use the 
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word (which | so well remember his saying he believed dishonest or defeating) 
and to attempt clarity in the analysis of the process (more than that, of course.) 
My own statements look studious, as if I’d been trying to answer an examination - 
answers that could be answered - answers expected of me. Well, it’s a question 
of cowardice with me (like Ann Burgess, poor child whom I’ve probably impaled - 
for the time being, | hope, only) and at the same time | don’t want to be anything 
but clear when | speak or write. 
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How delightedly warm | feel about “my girls.”. How | miss them and don’t 
want to love them. 


Jan 23. 

Don’t talk down today. Too depressing to damn myself futilely any more. 
RM said one cannot be one’s own critic. He’s left his wife (though, technically 
she has left him -”| would never be the one,” he says) and hopes to marry agin. 


86 parties in a month. He knows how to misquote, mis-read, read to his own 
invention and sentiment. 
(So do we all) 
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We die a little every day in order to preserve ourselves. 

Robt thinks RM’s unforgivable weakness is not his callowness but not 
knowing when he’s evil, when he’s good. To be evil ok but not to know. 

My weeping at Yvonne’s was the purest indulgence (evil) Didn’t | Know it 
when it over-took me and didn’t | hope to be in RM’s ken? Then, to imply | didn’t 
think he’d be happy - mah. But! shall not deceive myself here. 
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Jan 25. 

Some hard work today. No divine spark, however. 

The weakness | have is perennially to fall back into the safety of my own 
unhappiness, privation, loneliness. To believe that being staunch to it is the only 
way. 

In the end what shall we do? The impossible? Or is it not going to be hard 
enough to do what | can and that not originally or entirely? 

RM says for a woman to be an artist is impossible. Impossible without 
freedom 
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money. | could only respond that money is necessary to love. (but you can’t buy 
a state of mind!) Easy to fall in love if the condition of someone’s need coincides 
with one’s own empty-ness. 


Jan 27. 

Bravura | have never shown in my work. But | have at times locked fast 
and that’s the way it must be. 

I’m going to try to paint at school. One thing after another and look at 
things, if possible, less optically - more freely so to speak. 
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With less means, with less finish. Things for their own sake. 


Doesn't one have an ideal, a beautiful image, or type (or true image or 
type) to which one helplessly aspires? An ideal, just as well, of absolute 
relationships. Where is the ideal of Hartigan? Stick figures? 
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Jan 30 1958 

This book is remorselessly serious. (Noticed in Eva’s Diaries her one 
feeble morality is seriousness. | like that in her.) But it’s for me, not for 
amusement. 

RM [Robert Motherwell] + Philipi have reason to accuse me of being 
stupid. Which is only another way of saying | don’t wish to survive. Not-living. 
Not living is not putting up, showing infirmities, weakness, foibles. True, | always 
chasten but never permit myself the position which can be chastized. To protect, 
then, 
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is a for of death, stupidity. 
Is it not out of the secrets, the repressed, the unexposed that we work? 
Truth had better be saved for poetry. What good to drop our un- 
metaphored truth like dung? [Truth’s a dog and must to the kennels] 


Feb. 2 

It is probably an evil pride which makes me superior to criticism, to what 
my contemporaries think of me; to what, in fact, | really think of my own work 
when I’m in front of it. | never put myself to that test. Usually, 
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| don’t even have the courage to look. 

When Lou asked me if my recent work was like The H. of V. at the Whitney 
| detected criticism, but only turned to him saying ‘and if it was?’ 

| can hear the words - ‘she’s done for.’ They don’t even alarm me enough 
to fight it out. On the other hand, what can | really say except when the branch 
moves out from the trunk it must go on out, cannot bend back. 

Mental inertia is my basic weakness, however, and 
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lately I’ve been at the mercy of it. 


What am | going to tell the 2 girls | flunked? For one there is no question. 
She simply didn’t attend therefore | could see no works. The other one is a more 
intricate problem. | frankly disliked her attitude and wanted, not altogether 
impersonally, to put her down. Possible discussions: 
a. attendance 
b. talent 
c. humility 
d. my standards. 
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Feb. 3 

School tomorrow and for at least 3 months without a break. If RM comes 
to talk at Vassar | must apply myself in the next week or so to finding good works 
in the portfolios to mount and show. | know there are some gems there and 
mounted they ought make a good impression. It would do me good to see what 
goes on in other schools. | think we are doing something close to painting, 
though, and | needn’t be ashamed. How right | was to use the figure. I’m going 
to do the same thing with the 
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still life. Then, prepare for going outside to landscape. 


Feb. 7. 

Conference with Roger’s teacher + Mr. Van. His average is well into 6th 
grade. Pressure from Schwiegie to have him advanced in school. And | would 
without faltering if | were sure it wouldn’t hurt him. 

R.M. is coming to Vassar. Betty “ ‘had a collapse,’ she expected us not to 
break up.” To be this open Robt says is to be an artist. But 2 ways 
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2 kinds. RM opened all the way, hence his kind of art. There’s also the art of 


those who don’t or can’t i.e. Henry James, Philipi, himself. The man bigger, more 
complicated + inhibited than his work can contain, or dares to. 


| had a spell of paranoia Wednesday evening (snubbed by Pamela Askew 
and cut short by Mrs. Claflin) so confided to Alton who took me to visit the Lotz’s 
to be human. He is German like Pudo [?] and she | liked. He told an amusing 
story about 
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a book of Juvenalia poetry he had written to a girl and intended to read to her on 
the beach. His poems were in a suitcase and the couple had meanwhile gone 
into a cathedral, leaving the suitcase outside. He picked it up and proceeded to 
the beach. Opening it, he discovered nothing but a pair of worn soiled swimming 
trunks, not his. 

We talked about journals. To keep them faithfully is the device we use to 
preserve ourselves against time. But one should keep them with names + 
people and adventures 
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not as | do. | seem to record only ephemeral states of mind. What will such 
vapour yield me? 


Feb. 9. 

Blistering cold winds and transparently cold home. Mele up for rehearsal. 
He asks me en route to Pop’s for dinner whether Robt works. | can only answer 
that | don’t know. Reviews he does conscientiously when they are due. It never 
seems enough to me what he does do. Never will probably. Feb. 1st the 
deadline he gave Jimmy is a week past. 


[page 156] 


When | paint at school | notice the girls pick up a little here and there. At 
least Diana. It clarifies for her, gives her wild sky thus more order. 


Feb. 10 

Robt says Titta and | never let each other speak, finish a sentence. There 
has always been a chasm of discomfiting deceit between us - in our separate 
giddy ways we try to bridge it. Only where we both lie in the same way do we 
communicate at all, and 


[page 157] 


that is in pure priggishness. 

How often I’ve said here, or thought privately, Art is not enough. Even the 
best Art is not enough. To preserve Art we seem to need to sully it, to bring in the 
dross from outside: emotions, specific references, + relations. We can’t march in 
straight file from purity to purity. We can only go from impurity to purity. 

Strangely enough when | was painting from the inside without shapes of 
things | Knew what the shapes of things were. Now 


[page 158] 


with things I’m at sea. | don’t know their shape much as | couldn’t know the 
shape of my whole thought in the first instance. 

So, maybe, whenever we think we have discovered a way to solutions 
more advantageous, - we run into conflicts as perplexing and insoluble, but in 
different kind, as the one we'd left. Will that save one? Not even knowing how to 
succeed? 


[page 159] 


Feb 14. 

R.M. is to come on the 27th. He was quite firm on the telephone about his 
fee and the hours he would be there. 
R.M. in 1950 

| find that | ask of the painting process one of 2 separate experiences. | 
call one the “mode of discovery + invention,” the other the “mode of joy and 
variation.” The former represents my deepest painting problem, the bitterest 
struggle | have ever undertaken: to reject everything | do not feel and believe. 
The other experience is when | want to paint for the 


[page 160] 


sheer joy of painting. These moments are few. The strain of dealing with the 
unknown, the absolute, is gone. When | need joy, | find it only in making free 
variations on what | already have discovered, what | know to be mine. We 
modern artists have no generally accepted subject-matter, no inherited 
iconography. But to re-invent painting, its subject matter and its means, is a task 
so difficult that one must reduce it to a very simple concept in order to paint for 


the sheer joy of painting, as simple as the Madonna was to many generations of 
painters in the 


[page 161] 


past. An exciting subject-matter for me - even though | had to invent it to begin 
with - variations give me moments of joy. . . the other mode is a voyaging into the 
night, one knows not where, on an unknown vessel, an absolute struggle with the 
elements of the real. 


Feb 16. 
Snow for 24 hours - J.4D. on the road somewhere. Alarm. Stranded in the 
home. Robt in home which keeps me from my work. I'll have to work tonight. 





[page 162] 


2 things to mention to R.M. if there should be a gap in discussion at the 
college: moral aloneness/moral anxiety. 

And my own private question. Why is art not enough, even the best art? 
To preserve it, we need to Sully it, to bring in the dross from the outside - 
emotions, the specific, complexity. It’s impossible to proceed from purity to purity, 
but only from impurity to purity. 


[page 163] 


Feb 22. 

Is it still possible to invent means? Philip’s catalogue has arrived. His old 
form has crept back into his picture but the means - his own rhythm, only. Isn't 
that our means? 

When | give my all it is both good and bad. Good because excitement is 
generated and bad because it’s crude and hurtful to some. 

Philip is sullying his purity but not enough | suspect. 





[page 164] 


Feb 23. 

6 movies in 3 days. 

| would like to ask R.M. what works or kinds of works give him the 
‘aesthetic erection’ Cocteau speaks about. Another mode than the physical but it 
partakes of sexuality. 


Feb 24. 
Tomorrow is Roger’s birthday. [R. 9 years] 


[page 165] 


Feb. 28. 

The job is out next year. Shamefully frenetic in the last 3 weeks; talking 
too much. Too much self. 

I’m in terror of money but I’m going to try to control it when | work. 

R.M. redeemed me in practically all of my protestations throughout the 
year but standing in front of the girls and demonstrating how a movement 
formally, almost, coldly, and deliberately begins (documenting it like an art- 
historian) 


[page 166] 


| think he very likely disturbed their cherished notions of how saintly an artist is. 
He has still the boyish, lost quality that makes it possible for him to look graceful 
when he aggrandizes himself. But didn’t he, though, show up the art historians, 
doing what they do better? Besides he gave them that something - straight from 
the horse’s mouth. 

Revolution is what’s going to get those girls. Or I’m going to get it next 


[page 167] 


week. Now at last we can officially talk about what is to come next: how we 
stand in relation to what can only be regarded as a past solution, abstract 
expressionism, or, maybe, abstract anything. Look - what does this prove about 
movements? They begin with manifesto and a few persons - not one, feverishly 
together within a common idea or common sense of the lack of an idea. Almost 
any deliberate positive concept, even that, serves as the frame work for 
individual expression. 





[page 168] 


Like a home to live in - the slaves dress for dinner, the arrogant ones come as 
they are. The greatest arrogance of all | judge is demonstrated by the man who 
says | need no home but | will sleep under the stars. (Philipi?) 


Catalogues to exhibitions come flying in the mail. | see painters of my 
generation and the older ones too performing now expertly what they did feebly 
and ineptly at the beginning. But the heart is gone - all gone. 


[page 169] 


I cry frequently now. It’s not pathetic a bit. Kind of like Tchaikovsky crying 
before he had breakfast every day. 

| paint from life now, because it releases in me shapes, lines, feelings, that 
are mine. 





[page 170] 


March 1 

The kind of head ache that foretells nervous break down. Mele, Gilbert 
(bless his heart,) Annik [?] + her husband. 

Slavishly full of self-recrimination for my generally farouche behavior all 
through the year and especially in the last few weeks. I’m tormented by fleeting 
memories of it. | am miles, miles apart from a university. Still, | would have done 
it as Concetta did, quietly preservingly - and with 


[page 171] 


equally good results. That | know. At the beginning Alton said: look to Concetta. 
| wish | could have been modest. When, though, have | ever been modest? 


March 3. 

Another 2 days of Mele and waste. | have not the discipline to work when 
someone’s in the home. So much to do - can | finish? A year could be stricken 
from my books and it would hardly have been missed. 

| begin to relish the prospects of job-hunting for next year. 


[page 172] 


March 7. 

Despairing day on Tuesday. It’s useless to expect gratitude from students. 
| found | couldn’t tell them | wasn’t to come back because it would have put a 
burden on them. Why do | think it could make any difference? 

The evening was affectionate with Pamela. We confided, that is, she told 
me of her analysis and an annulled marriage and we became quite human. 
Hands across the table seem to be the only way 


[page 173] 


with me. | didn’t learn to breathe in other modes and feel about them the way | 
do about advanced degrees. 


March 9. 
“The amusements of captives are full of a desperate contrivance.” H.J. 


March 22. 


Quite desperate 2 weeks. The monster is out all the time against all my 
best (conventional?) impulses. | see it in the back of the eyes of all | contact: the 
quick shock and retreat. 

Besides the work is sluggish at school. 


[page 174] 


| must not allow this teaching affair to become bitter. In actuality | am really 
grateful, and grateful too that it doesn’t go on. | must make plans to go away for 
2 1/2 - 3 months this winter - to MacDowell Colony or something. | have learned. 
At least scales are falling from my eyes. | know so perishingly little and chiefly 
what | want to do with paint. 

Little Diana Korzenik has come to Woodstock + | didn’t go to see her. Ach. 
But | am that 


[page 175] 


way. 
April 2. 

Missed seeing Philip’s pictures altogether. Everything sold out. But had 
long talk on phone with him. Odd because of the aggrieved tone which only 
personal contact could have dissolved. It’s because of me too and the history of 
my coming with needs always and his fear of having to account and his fear of 
useless albatross. | wish | could have indicated how exactly | 





[page 176] 


do feel which is not aggressive, not jealous, but very truly happy for him. “I don’t 
fool myself that this means any more than anything else,” he says. On the way 
to his opening he felt sick at the stomach and vomited all over 57th Street. 
“People thought | was just another drunk.” The money will mean only an 
opportunity to paint with less guilt than before. His ‘girls’ can at last have what 
they need. It tickles me to think of Musa whose innate 


[page 177] 
delicacy has had to make of so little a bare tidyness; can now indulge her respect 


for first-rate nothings; and, in fact, her delicate snobbism. will she | wonder be 
able to open? 


Occasionally | have this day dream: my students will come to see my 
paintings and know how to paint me. But I’m always brought up short because | 
know that it’s the nature of the student not to praise, not to know how to or need 
to or want to, but only to be praised. 

Look at Me!! 


[page 178] 


Am | not still a student to Philip Guston? And don’t | want not to praise him but to 
be praised by him? That | haven’t had since the beginning. But on the phone he 
spoke about my last picture. He noticed it and thought it not wrong. 

Is it possible that | didn’t make it to Philip’s show because | knew it would 
be a success? He doesn’t need me to be a friend to his art any longer. | was a 
good friend to his art. 


[page 179] 


April 4. 

Lately I’m consumed with inertia. | can do nothing but sleep. Like a cat | 
unwind, become limp, heavy and somnolent. Elizabeth has not failed me 
regarding Yaddo. I’m to again for the summer months. If | can finish my work 
then | will put off going to Mac Dowell until mid-winter and go with Robt to N.Y. 
Take a job anywhere or, at least, prepare the way for a job the following year. 

On Tuesday or Wednesday | ought call on Claflin to see if she knows 
anything 


[page 180] 


about job situation and incidentally tell her that | could be available on short 
notice if | were needed. 


[see Portfolio #2009.01] 


April 19 

Program or subject - why should | be afraid of the subject, after all, the 
simplest motif will do for pictures - averts itself for summer. If only | can finish 
these last two here. The violin and the rose. 

Claflin suggests | learn to ‘restore’ pictures. | say “who, me?” Lud, how in 
my nervousness, | do nothing but the wrong - 


[page 181] 


On the other hand | have reason to believe that Vassar Art never looked so lively 
as it does now. So, ladies and gentlemen you can’t have everything. 

I’ve become so numb about Robt all those years | can’t believe the novel is 
finished and accepted and the publishing wheels beginning to roll. He is very 
happy. He has learned to love work and can’t do without it. 

Marcia in love with Philip Odell. [Who?] | see him in the village all the time. 


[page 182] 


April 21. 

One of the weaknesses of my character is that | would like to be good at 
more things than one. (Hence | regret not going back to school to teach). Only 
that, | think. ‘Always having to make the choice’ | didn’t expect. 

All my students are demonstrating to me aspects of myself. 

Inevitably one leaves the mark. Because | choose out of what they do: this 
or that - sooner 


[page 183] 


or later they leave with my eye. Then their strength or weakness contains a bit of 
my desperate contrivance. 


April 24 

As the father is, metaphorically, slain by his son so the teacher by his most 
gifted student. 

Love is everything in teaching - in anything. This is what so exhausts. 
Still, it’s another form of narcissism. | can’t say to the students the things I’ve 
said before - again, but that’s all that’s required. 


[page 184] 


For myself, though | rejoice for these reasons: 

1. All of nature is to be had. An unending subject. 

2. | think | may have the power to en-cept my lack of humility; at 
least to be aware ot it. 

3. | love myself better at last, and forgive what has to be 
forgiven. 


4. I’m not going to have to talk anymore when school is out. | 
want to enjoy . . . not talking. 
[page 185] 


The big picture of 1954 has gone off. It will hang in the lobby of a distillery. [?? 
Seagrim Buildg] 

A great deal of one’s flattery and compliments to others is a pure necessity. 
The kind | administer almost helplessly and variously serves to let them feel (I 
hope) someone’s in their ken. It’s the only humane act | can perform. Otherwise, 
how alone we are. 

The statements of Matisse and Braque pinned up on the wall provoked hot 
discussion. It appeared the opposite of what | 


[page 186] 


I’'d pronounced at the beginning of things. How can they understand it yet, that 
which you must ‘get’ immediately or not at all when in fact they’ve not yet made 
anything? Every artist has his ‘amulet’ word for this. R.M. Emotion’s 
transformation into feeling. Robt’s, simply - ‘making.’ Philip’s - ‘existence to the 
plane.’ 
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April 29. 

What else can | do in this world? | love to look at beautiful paintings but | 
can’t give myself to them - they simply make me want to paint. And | can no 
longer look at beautiful things for themselves. They too make me want to paint 
and not necessarily those beautiful things. And | can’t teach because it makes 
me want to paint. And neither music, nor love, nor the story. Yet painting is so 
poor still and when I’m at it so un-liberatingly slow and unhappy. 





[page 188] 


The subject | had is really my own true subject - or fascination or whatever 
it’s called - the seam, the joint, the edge. And to get there. What strategies, what 
wave-fare [?] | use to get there and how frightened | am of each encounter and 
even more is an encounter with the edge. 

Roger will skip the 4th grade next year. This was achieved without 
prompting from us; all on 


[page 189] 


Roger’s personal merits. He is apparently quite quite superior to all the others in 
his grade. Now, in fact, he will only be where he ought have been in the first 
place. 
Aword has gone out of the language of painting: Nobility. (+ grace 1998) 
Next week Diana flies to Italy. | think | resisted a relationship with her only 
because | sensed the deep drain it would have been for me. 


[page 190] 


| want only to be silent at Yaddo. Maybe | can explain it to someone? | don’t 
want even to be a good skate. 

One of the reasons I’m powerless to teach those girls to invent is that 
primarily invention is the secret personal, most private power an artist has - if he 
has need - and real invention has nothing to do with schemes, problems, 
doctrine. 





[page 191] 


The strong ones like Diana Korzenik, Linda, Nancy, Elena | can escape but 
the needful ones like Cynthia [?], who have to be helped to discover their means, 
| can’t 








May 2. 

Orchestra rehearsals. They do me good, though, to concentrate so 
outside myself. Kontzen (conductor) does all right but suffers from a lack of taste 
in the other arts. A pantomime goes along with the opera which is destructive 
aesthetically. But aren’t artists frequently asses in affecting a taste 


[page 192] 
for other arts than those they practice? 
I’m struggling at school nights with a composition with figures, not knowing 
whether it’s wretchedly poor and vulgar or potential. | begin, too, as does Robert 


now (‘I’m falling in love with work’) to have a fever to work. 


May 5. 


J+D both sick with flu. D’s trip postponed a week. Poor hapless ones - 
bored, aggressive, passive in the same breath. 
Yvonne writes me telling me she’s had dinner with Ossorio in front of 


[page 193] 


my two pictures. [Where are they now?] I’d love to see those 2 again...ina 
home beautifully lit. I’ve lost contact with that - at present - [I’m 34 years!?] 
middle period of my work. | think it had something | lack now: complete unity of 
feeling. Much as | long for that fluidity | must go on. I'll have it again surely? | 
can’t ‘imitate’ it! Small H. of V. off to N.Y. for group show. Pictures out: H. of V. | 
- travelling. H. of Sun Ill - England + travelling. H. of Moon Il - travelling. | knew 
Body of Sea - N.Y. 
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Never can have understanding with Marcia. She’s too infantile. What 
friends | have! Yvonne - hectic, inspired, oscillating. Marcia, greedy, 
neurasthenic, infantile. Titta - another flagrant neurotic. | would, | guess, like one 
healthy, normal, big woman friend. | will make a friend of Darma when she 
returns. Confidence is everything. She is big enough. | would have, was on 
verge of it until she betrayed Jimmy out of his painting. 





[page 195] 


May 9. 

So expensively busy a 3 days as never before. My fatigue almost takes 
the form of passive resistance to every kind of experience. And a letter of 
‘honesty’ from Lou fairly extinguishes me. The painting is not up to my past work; 
he is aware of technique and not of the picture, he says. True, true | have not the 
heat and passion and ambiguity I’ve possessed in the past. Working with 
architecture now, with parts composition - or whatever it’s called | resist passion 


[page 196] 


and the | DON’T KNOW HOW | GOT IT lyricism and I’m not unaware of the cost 

to me or the possible loss. But | have to go ahead. There is no stopping now. 
(How badly | played the Mozart in the orchestra - fatigue overwhelmed me 

and the excessive rehearsals and my hours of teaching and painting before.) 


| must get glasses. | don’t see well anymore. | hope it’s not a neurotic 
degeneration (I notice | don’t hear well either, or 


[page 197] 


can’t attend conversation - and never remember what others say.) To be quiet 
again, to be as | was as a bashful child - that is what’s left. 


May 16 - 

For the kind of excitement | have had this year it will be difficult to find a 
substitute. It’s easy to condition oneself to this. | feel unworthy of the name [?] 
of the affection and commeraderie I’ve stimulated in the students because it’s 
been done 


[page 198] 


mostly with personality not knowledge or always right disciplines. 

But when | behold how happy Nancy Stoner is with her work now, how 
confident she feels with her subject which | literally forced upon her, then | know 
I’ve not done badly. The test is better made with a mature person than with the 
young after all. 

Alton accuses me of holding back with him. 


[page 199] 


And of course | do in this particular, if no other, that | believe fervently in my own 
way of seeing - wrong it may be - and cannot approve of any other device with 
heart (only with curiosity) therefore not to hurt him | hold back. 

Mannerism doesn’t alarm me in the young, it engages me if anything. 


May 24 
School is over. Tomorrow: no smoking, if possible. How tiresome Marcia 
is about it. | vow to be a little more 


[page 200] 


disciplined in my misery, at least, not to shout it on the housetops but to go away 
like a dog. 

Sensuous day today, cool but brilliant. The dog-wood in fullest flower and 
laurel in the bud. 


| was impressed with Jack Tworkov’s? authoritative modesty and the real 
intelligence which comes from the work. And liked him for not being remote (and 
tragic) as RM. 


[page 201] 


We all want to make our something, that is the object. His figure of the city and 
all the roads entering it appealed to me. Substantially he said what I’ve been 
saying all year, what RM said. By our different roads - so different, the 
experience of painting teaches the same things. And one of the chief is that we 
begin where we are in time. And since the training for painters is different today - 
the problems are different - we cannot 


[page 202] 


duplicate the Renaissance situation. Thank heavens he said it. I’ve said but it 
baffled and bothered me. 
Robt’s book will be published on 15th of September. 


May 31. 

Robt. at Rhinebeck selling his bill of private goods to MacDowell’s book 
sellers. 

The cancer chapter opens in Marcia’s book of ill-health. 

Alex on phone yesterday 


[page 203] 


To wish to please is woman ’s role; therefore it’s not so difficult, it seems to 
me, to develop the right muscles if that’s what one is. 

For me, staunch, feverish work with some joy in it, and much pain. I’m too 
filled with the desire to experiment to attack the problem at hand. 

| don’t want to be afraid to go into eclipse for a while if need be. | need not 
be fame-hungry. But | do want to produce. 


[page 204] 


| miss Alton and school. I’m prey to indispositions and other self-centered 
emotions. Yaddo, thank heaven, in 4 weeks with, for once, enough bountiful 





3 http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jack_Tworkov 





material to enjoy and fritter and waste, in fact, lovely fresh paper, thick canvas 
and paint. 


June 1 
Bad cold caught from Marcia (is this not the proof she has no cancer?) 
which | trust the sea air and sun will dispatch. 


[page 205] 


Rumors John has cancer. A cruel tick of fate to inflict on the doctor the 
most dread disease of all. 


June 5 Provincetown 

We overhang the bay once again and have the harbour naturally to 
ourselves except for gulls and little boats and an occasional flutter of fishermen 
activity. 

Vacation is difficult: to be at leisure is an occupation for which we seem to 
have no equipment. 

The sea produces, in its light, a different happening upon objects than what 
we are accustomed to. It isolates + makes specific. There is the infinite horizon 
with the 


[page 206] 


sky descending to its rim. hence there is no sense of mass or ambiguity as we 
have in our jungle but of separateness and clarity. It’s easier to ‘read.’ 
Provincetown is so close, so narrow one has the sense of immediate 
intimacy with everything and everyone. 
Our cottage is luxurious and we eat often and expensively - but still | 
hunger to be home - back to my work. | don’t really live without access to my 
surfaces. 


[page 207] 


June 9. 

Mac Dowell colony has come through for Oct + Nov. This will give me a 
month and 1/2 between Yaddo to take stock and see to the home front. | will 
have to pay half. | offered to do so, at least this year | ought to be able to afford 
it. 


| suppose | couldn’t paint nature at Provincetown because it’s too well 
made all ready. It falls into cliche and facility. One would have to know it well. 


[page 208] 
The House of Sun that went to England #3 auspices U.S.I. Agency 1st abstract 


Impressionists Exhibition Nottingham U. London 25th Anniv. Exhib. of Artists 
International Assoc. Royal Brittish Artists Gallery. 
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For the record since | seem now-a-days to be concerned with cleaning the 
decks and establishing my status quo: my statement to Lou regarding my present 
work - 

My former lyric subject will not serve me now so | must go where | can deal 
with the purest relations | Know. It’s not possible for me to perform the rhetoric of 


stroke my contemporaries have caused to become a mannerism. If | am on the 
side of monotony of stroke it’s better than false drama because, at 


[page 210] 


least it doesn’t obscure any idea... The little painting is only an etude. Its virtue 
which | think you may have missed, especially if you were expecting to find in it 
what was the singular quality of the others, is that of a humble beginning, not an 
efflorescence. 

If | have any honesty it is this: | begin again and will always begin again 
rather than imitate past resolutions. Courage? | am going to show my 
beginnings. They are not 


[page 211] 
invalid. Therefore | can only ask you to trust me. 


| ought include my statement produced in class last fall. It worked, as | 
remember and may serve me again: 

At the turn of the century - a little after Picasso, Braque and others 
stimulated by the discoveries of Cezanne changed the course of painting. 
Painting had for centuries devoted itself to what could be seen by the eye. It 
settled for one aspect. What can be seen is one thing but what is known 





[page 212] 


about a subject is quite a different thing. This generation in search of a subject 
invaded the province of what is known as well as seen. With this adventure or 
discovery the hegemony of subject matter was broken. The subject lost its 
literature or its drama and became the means. The drama resides there 
henceforth. Painting is its own subject. One step farther and we have this 
conception: why 


[page 213] 


need merely paint be the only possible aesthetic device - why not hosts of other 
materials? Hence - the collage. 

The collage is the thing itself as the art object - not an abstraction of 
something else as painting had always been but paper-ness, paintedness, edge- 


ness, and particularity. 


[page 214] 


June 11. 

Dutifully called on Steve Barr [?] with a pint [print?] yesterday evening. A 
lesson to us all - willful yet helpless self destruction. We have to preserve the 
body. It’s impossible to do anything without it. 

Louis [Tavelli] looks 25 though I’m sure he’s 45. Edna clucks away as ever 
and the child is winsome and enchanting. 

Louis + | talk briefly about painting from nature. He has fellowship for 
summer to paint “water.” How does one study that problem? The big ocean is 
too much. | suppose it’s far better to 


[page 215] 


go to some tiny stream. The trouble with nature is the trap of appearances. To 
undercut, to make a thing (like Mondrian) is the only way. If it’s the ‘thing’ we 
want and not, say, as | am concerned with, light . . . a thing out of light. 

Undoubtedly I’m used up, probably from the major effort of school and this 
may account for the sluggishness of my mind + imagination. Having had to 
ideate so much has taken the 


[page 216] 


edge off my passion to paint. At the same time I’m restless and guilty and lose 
faith in my subject. I’ve suffered myself to become too analytical - to know where 
I’m going before | go, therefore to be less open than is profitable. I’ve never had 
the quality of dispair I’m going to be in for now. 


[page 217] 


June 13 

Why | so consistently put my foot in it with the profs at school | never 
thought to analyze until Jean [Mele Arnold] asked me today. Generally speaking 
it was not conscious will to be unkind or awkward (I wanted to be graceful surely 
and poised) but a feeling of a loss of identity if | were anything but myself no 
matter what the cost. In the 


[page 218] 


university it would be easy to lose one’s identity. 


| argued with Jean that | felt at a loss because all these years | had 
proceeded without normal rational processes (but with my own interior logic, the 
logic of relations in a sensuous flux) and aim therefore always at a disadvantage. 
This may be a form of cowardice or self protection of a mind refusing to think. 


[page 219] 


It’s always better when | don’t have to think, because my thinking is 
commonplace but my feeling is original on the whole. 


June 15 

A pity | didn’t get photographs of ‘my body a sea’ or (Marcia’s). It’s the one 
picture | miss most of all, the germ [?] of all my future subjects | do believe. 

My restlessness and anxiety makes it almost 


[page 220] 


impossible for me to work at long stretches now. Oh for Yaddo where lord knows 
I’ve always been able to work like a Trojan. 

The studio [I’d worked in loft on second floor of Wdsk house] will be mine 
next fall so everything may change and it may not be necessary to go away to 
work as I’ve had to. It will be a good little space - tall enough to stretch in. 

[page 221] 





Where is Philip? I’d like to see him before | go away else | may not see him at all 
this year. 

A hankering to do a really big painting - maybe 6 1/2 x 8 1/2 - but it will 
require more than gibberish. It will be my present to myself at Mac Dowell if | 
succeed at Yaddo. 


[page 222] 


On those to who it is given and on those for whom it is earned: the former teach 
little though they may amaze and engage. It’s from the later (who are like us - 
like us?) that we learn our lessons and receive a morsel of comfort. But the loss 
is too often a loss of drama when it must be hard won. 





June 17 [1958] 
| must not be tempted into the safe modern look into those rhythms that 


[page 223] 


have always been so attractive to me. 

When was it my work no longer looked on the surface? It’s archaic now or 
old fashioned. What matter? It’s always the same problem: are we concerned 
with taste (and even style?) or good making? Maybe again when I’m possessed 
once more of a wild internal lyric subject (which is not a reference to anything but 
complete in itself) whose corporeality cannot be limited by objects and shapes | 
can paint 





[page 224] 
with real style. 


At Yaddo: 

1. a self portrait with painter’s paraphernalia. 

2. 1st H. of Neptune with sleeping figures (For this | will have to hire a 
model) 

3. Studies of violin and rose. 

4. flowers galore 

5. still life with flowered beach cloths. 


[page 225] 


June 18. 
About 12 days to go and yet no excitement. The packing is being done 
after a fashion but | wont get steam up until the end. 

It’s important to get Roger started on his arithmetic else he’ll flounder next 
year which would be regrettable. It’s also important for his dentist appointment. 
Marcia calls in another ecstasy of dispair. ‘I’m sick - the doctors do 

nothing. 


[page 226] 


I’ve spent 100$ of my poor little monies.’ 
| can scarcely be aroused to pity any longer. 
| secretly exult because all 3 girls | recommended for fellowships got them. 
My little Dani will go off to Norfolk; Cynthia will be at Brooklyn Museum and 
Margot Landcastle somewhere else. | want to watch those 3. 
But lud, how far away are those teaching 


[page 227] 


days. 

How wise of Dani [Korzenik] to know clearly that the pull of the home and 
the sudsy bath of its love are against her real need for inner excitement. 

School yourself to write the three or four letters you must to Vassar kind 
people. 


June 21 1958 
Marcia yesterday for 7 hours. We forever talk about the truly feminine. | 
know what she means exactly because | am of the same “weakness.” She has 


[page 228] 


many illuminations about it in reference to women of literature. The kind of 
woman who is nothing without being ‘mastered’ - and too often isn’t - Emily 
Dickenson, Edna Millay, Marcia? What | fear and sort of loathe in my heart about 
this limpidity of femininity is the lack of form, of conceptual realization which goes 
along with the honesty (and there is that terrible honesty but it can only say - 
behold me - | am) to the degree that it cannot even quite possess 


[page 229] 


an idea. Because in fine an idea held is not a truth of being. It’s what Robert 
means when he speaks of women being of the flesh, prisoned there. Yet Marcia 
makes her poems out of that, as an idea. But how many poems can one make of 
this idea? (How few pictures it satisfied me to make of this. | had to go back like 
a carpenter to facts and corporeal things - not the swarm of myself.) 

| wish | had the nerve to ask Elizabeth Ames for Pine Trees or the big 
stone studio. 


[page 230] 


Marcia said yesterday when things go well with her poetry, when she has 
inner confidence, she doesn’t hesitate to give someone the touch. 

Lou writes that he sold one of my new ones for his group show and it has 
‘drawn a lot of attention.’ So he is less sure I’m less good - huh? 

When fall comes and I’ve done my stint at Yaddo | will try with all coldness 
to look at what I’ve made this 


[page 231] 


year and see what is in them. Damnation it’s difficult. 

Such a tough horoscope in the next years and in addition to T cross I'll 
have the enmity of Saturn. 

| will have to ask for help in the way | haven’t for years. | cannot judge my 
own work and maybe before my show | will swallow my pride and ask Philip to 
look through my work and help me choose. Why he did it at Janis 


[page 232] 


the first time with Bob. Those big ones have a deeper or more desperate 
humility than proud and foolish little I. 

Ask Jimmy too. 

It’s a blessing Roger enjoys study. He cannot if his impulse or willingness 
to learn persists, get into too much mischief during adolescence. 

When | write to him from Yaddo this time I’m going to stress important 
moral questions and not be light and 


[page 233] 
frivolous. 


June 22 

I’ve always persisted in a loyalty to the plane. The only analogy | could 
ever find to corroborate - was love. All the more am | aware of the plane now tat 
| need to push it back. Without the theater, make believe which seeks to impose 
upon that plane a real world or the real world, how can the plane become 
dramatic or take it rightful place in the relations which exist? It has forsooth 
become all too important. | believe I’ve unconsciously 


[page 234] 


admired Philip these years because his plane is always a little ambiguous. 

From now on when I’ve called a picture finished I’m going to date it 
immediately - give it its rightful horoscope so to speak. 

Our laurel burgeons this year. Robt has worked feverishly on them and we 
haven't had a warm day yet though we are supposed to be in summer. 

These next 9 or 10 days, since I’m powerless to work - I'll practice at 


[page 235] 


least 2 hours every day. Try to get into shape. 
To achieve something as poised and perfect as the uniform flight of birds. 
I’m going to work all day at Yaddo - no naps at 3 o’clock. Work hard in the 
long mornings on big things and sit down after 3 to small studies. 


June 23. 

Wescott on Maugham 

“week in and week out, year after year, in whatever circumstances - though 
surrounded by frivolity, though assailed by bothers and anxieties, and touched 
upon occasions, as 


[page 236] 


all men are, by exceeding affection or pity or self pity or anger - regularly every 
morning he goes to his desk and labors at his writing.” - “I daresay it is more to 
the purpose of literature in the long run than that way of pent-up ambition 
occasionally overflowing, rushing, making up for lost time, which gives one the 
feeling of being a genius, or that way of desperate engagement and deadline 
with stimulants and sedatives and hell to pay which is the habit of so many 
contemporary writers. 

Yes, yes, and this is clearer to me now having had to explain it to others - 
and giving 


[page 237] 


the sop. 

Robert has come to this after all these years. Bless him. To fall into work - 
so everything else is a little ‘pale and flat.’ - 

| wonder who will be at Yaddo this summer? | have a new dress, quite 
original in color (and a curious one for me) which it will delight me to wear. 


June 24. 
A long gossip with Merle. She is more confident and less exacerbated 
than ever before. She has found she can lecture about 


[page 238] 


her work, can therefore establish herself in history. 


The painters, but who are they? regard Motherwell as a heel and Philip as 
a bit of an opportunist. Philip worries, she says, if certain painters don’t like or 
get his work. He is a great party-man, will go across a room to talk to Paul Brack 
(because he may become a power some day?) rather than stay with worthwhile 
people - but everybody understands. He has been more generous lately 


[page 239] 


as | expected he would now that his position is more secure. 

Rothko tells Merle he dislikes the young because they can still surprise 
and he no longer can. 

(Thank god I’ve still 1/2 my life to go - if it’s given me - because | don’t yet 
want to know who | am or where I’m going.) 

In those of us who have lived most of their time ascetically success is 
bound to be as destructive as a vast tribulation. 


[page 240] 


But every one of us thinks he can survive it. For this | long to see and embrace 
Philip. 

I’m surprised that R.M. who has been egregiously generous with me is 
considered cold, selfish and childish. He may be the latter but never the former. 
Merle believes Helen F. is nothing but West End Ave without distinction. 

We simply cannot envy or even regard 


[page 241] 


those who were born lucky and rich. They take more because they can. We 
would be less scrupulous too if we didn’t have only our poor lame morality to 
sustain us. 

| would always be afraid of happiness in anything but the work. | would not 
even know how to go out and take, even if it were offered me. So | always say 
but I’m searching to be alive! 

But with R.M. | always feel (and this of 





[page 242] 


Philip too) that seeking happiness, not despair, is essential to their working. 
That, in fact, as most artists, they are opportunists for the work. 


Yes, quite certain Merle is an artist but like so many of the painters has set 
her sights down so low, limited her means to so few notes, that her art verges on 
the precious. 

It is true Hans has cancer. [cellist of Wdsk quartet] 


[page 243] 


All the artists who do not write, write their truths in metaphor, but never 
specific and craft-bound - so we hold nothing really but a bag of personal wind. 
How writers detest us for flying headlong into their craft without responsibility. 

7 - rather 6 days before Yaddo. 


June 25 - 
The galleys have come.‘ Mele tells me upon seeing the introduction that 
it’s ‘literature.’ | may not be able to ‘like’ Robt’s 


[page 244] 


book or get its fine points. | don’t think | know how to read! 

Eva possesses a certain aplomb which her mother never had. It may be 
the authority of the flesh - what else? 

| am to be in West House again but on the dark side. And one of the 
studios in the pigeon barn which | don’t like off hand. But a place is enough. I'll 
spend the first day taping up the windows 


[page 245] 
so as to be relatively invisible from outside. Someone will have a mirror | can 
borrow | trust - if not, Robt can bring mine up. 
To say - life would be meaningless if we could not surprise ourselves may 
be youthful expectation. Maybe simply and truly to expose yet another petal of 
the flower is enough and surprises not necessary? 


[page 246] 


June 26 1958 





4 galleys for Robert’s novel “Heroes and Orators” 


To use the lyric | prescribes a greater truth if the | is to be a character in the 
story. In this respect Robt’s book is contributory. 

How important it is to resist the temptation to beauty for its own sake. 
Nothing that obscures the idea, everything that partakes, nothing extraneous in 
short - this makes for the lasting quality. 

Where else, to be fortified, can we go but to the monuments that 


[page 247] 
have persistently resisted time? 


June 28 

A dinner party to attend tonight, blast. | don’t have the least inclination to 
exert myself. 

Quite certain the difference between what we do today and tradition lies in 
a conception of whole-ness. We lack whole-ness - we turn our sights upon 
fragments - the whole-ness is then a question of personality. 

“May be | can see things more naturally in museums”- 

De Kooning 


[page 248] 


What is so appalling in today’s painters when they talk about the past is 
their immodesty. They are almost, to a man, entirely solipsistic. 


June 29 

David Raker to visit. 

Jacquot expected - but late. Titta anxious. 

Deep restlessness and excitement. Bad sleeping + bad dreams. | shall 
surely explode if | don’t begin to work again soon. The breeding of work upon 
work - forgetting the hum-drum. 


[page 249] 
[See Sketchbook #2099] 


July 1 Yaddo- [Bad cold in Cape Cod early June, never cured.] 

Big stone studio. Very light, tall, not so indifferent as to be clerical - right | 
expect. 

Embarrassing at beginning because Hyde put me on spot about changing 
studios. Ach - however why fret? 


I’m feeling strong and energetic. | must exercise a bit - walk. 
Disappointing guest list. | wanted to opportune for Robert. 

I’m biding my time now - anxious to see the new crop. | can get a bit of 
practice in 


[page 250] 


from time to time which won’t hurt me - but it’s not really practice just aerating. 
For someone lively and heterosexual! Lud - I’m hungry - no lunch today. 


July 3 

Stayed to talk after dinner. Gerald Sykes managed to drop more names in 
2 hours than Who’s Who. He doesn’t have the fire what ever he is. Buffie 
Johnson, his wife, seems an uninimical fool. They have both been everywhere 
and not merely Europe but 


[page 251] 


the near East and Africa. Worldly. 

| have assininity and turbulence - no mistake. No modesty - but shyness. 

Hyde’s paintings are once more displayed in the gallery. | wanted to say - 
like a teacher, ‘mistakes - and the fragmentary character of some moments of the 
old masters should not deceive us. Don’t live by them!’ Ach - 

We must do what everyone has always done - but in our own way. 

Buffie Johnson called Yvonne the eternal student. 


[page 252] 


It’s true too. 
Can imagination serve us in place of actual experience? 


4 P.M. 

| started with a bang of confidence but petered out early. What | have to 
do requires such patience and peace and my nature is turbulent + impatient. 
Still, when | think that Hyde + 1000s of others are still expressionists that is to 
say, still not ready to be responsible 


[page 253] 


for everything, it abets me. Though | like the alien feeling of being single - | like it 
against something. 

Polly’s phrase - ‘turning slowly to stone with arthritis.’ Wonderful. 

Thank heavens | have no temptation for the exotic subject. I’m going to be 
perfectly comfortable with homely every day objects to make mysterious. Like 
cooking: anyone can 


[page 254] 


make a presentable meal with rare condiments and tender cuts of meat. Buta 
true cook can make a delectable dinner with humble material. 


July 4 

Steven Marcus (whom | persistently want to call Stanley) makes me think 
of a young Frank Meyer. Cambridge educated this time, awfully knowledgeable 
about things well-educated people are: economics, politics, + especially 
psychology, literature. The single thing, however, that makes 


[page 255] 


suspicious of his ever becoming an artist is that he is not selective has no bias or 
point of view that isn’t rationally bred. He lacks the human awareness Alex has 
for example. Avery strong intelligence - probably, 100s of young men like this - 
without intelligence of the heart. 

But | wonder, does an intense narrowing of interest - say Robt’s or mine - 
produce idiosyncrasy or largesse in the work? Of course, one’s art, then, is not 
intellectual. 

| rather believe this boy’s right intelligence, his 


[page 256] 


facility with the word and the idea can act as an armor as a protection from real 
sources of feeling and from discovering the need to write. Herb Gold is not 
nearly as intelligent but he has something. 

| begin to feel my rhythm. 8 hours is maximum now but | think | can 
increase it to about 11 if | can bring myself to leave right after dinner. Now I’ve 
come to know everyone roughly, it ought to be easier. 

Hunter Johnson is the real article. He may not 


[page 257] 


be a great original or an inventor, what ever it is is hard won but | recognize the 
sort of refinement + responsibility Bradley [Tomlin] possessed. He is like him in 
character. 

It is essential for an artist to betray his ‘movement.’ 

Tell Roger ‘If you have a friend who is a Hungarian you don’t need an 
enemy.’ 

The generation which has not learned to sustain the idea has to make their 
thing fast. 


[page 258] 


July 6 - 

Why on earth do | stick around after dinner? It merely makes me bored, 
restless and reckless. I’m rather touched by Buffie Johnson and Sykes. | believe 
it’s because they’re so devoted to each other. Something there. The handsome 
Hungarian® for some reason is not attractive to me. [uh?] 

Elizabeth is failing. Her hearing is worse, she doesn’t attend but she is 
blander. 

If we are artists at all sooner or later we come to our certain type whether 
thing or figure. | can always 


[page 259] 


tell a hack or a faker when he doesn’t put in features but makes a manikin of his 
head. Except Dickinson whose manikins are a comment, and a device not an 
escape from commitment. 


July 9. 

First clear morning. 

Cassil + Marcus had me by the balls last night in a philosophical 
discussion which really amounted to what is the substance of painting. They 
believe that artists affirm their position. They assume a philosophical position viz 
a vis reality + tradition. Alas, this is 





5 Louis Vaczek, 1914-1983. htto://www.nytimes.com/1983/10/07/obituaries/louis-vaczek-is-dead-at-69- 
novelist-and-science-editor.html 








[page 260] 


what | honestly believe and what I’m haranguing for now because the nature of 
painting cannot be made clear without relations: the relation between the real 
and the movement of brush with color. 

| haven’t the patience to listen to youthful compositions. Damn our young! 
And they’re so delightfully sure of themselves. 


July 10 

Something is beginning to happen. [in studio] 

Meyer Schapiro remembered me from the letters | wrote 5 years ago. He 
remembered 


[page 261] 


the letters better than I. Curious. Marianne is due and | am to ‘take her over’ 
spiritually as well as artistically. Her problem is the same as Eva’s. 

Just back from studio. My ups and downs naturally. When | get the cold 
shudder - maybe this crazy scale I’m embarked upon is mere freakishness - | tell 
myself But every thing + every way is possible to the painter. It’s the only reason 
I’m grateful for TODAY. 

| suppose | belong to the school that believes strength is indelicacy. 


[page 262] 


I’m inclined to think that the painters who do not work from nature don’t possess 
the sense of abstraction. 


July 11 
Before | break into my kind of poetry | have to make it solidly + absolutely. 


And I’m no longer afraid of space: the distance between real things! 
One is not an artist until one has the courage to cut away and get 


[page 263] 


rid if need be of one’s moments of delicacy. 

July 12 - Almost 2 weeks - alack | haven’t much production. Maybe after all | 
stop too late? The worst has happened to my emotional life. | Keep wanting to 
put myself back in time 24 hours. All would be as it was. This simply adds fuel to 


the fire of my perpetual anxiety. (So good too). | don’t think I’ve ever known real 
manliness before. [The Hungarian]® 


[page 264] 


July 13 - 

Not well. Probably a grippe - but no fever. [Mars] [Square] [Mars]. If | 
don’t recover in a few days I'll go to a doctor. 

| want to see if | can’t finish my picture today or tomorrow. 

Robert called last night. He has been thinking about me. Why? We are 
together. 


July 14 
| suppose this is the liveliest group, intellectually, I’ve Known at Yaddo. 
Meyer Schapiro’s conversation is brilliant, Judaic, passionate and always 
documented. 


[page 265] 


The artillery he carries around is really formidable. Such a man’s genius is 
obviously in himself. It doesn’t need to make images outside of itself. It doesn’t 
need to be quite as selective as an artist’s. 

The psychological justification of knowledge verses value judgements: 
Jung. 
No matter how brilliant the Jew he is perilously on the look out for anti-semitism, 
too much so. The gnostics were the first anti-semites in so far as they repudiated 
the Old testament + the jewish god. 


[page 266] 


How remote from Judaism | am. 

| think | will begin a systematic self-education. Beginning with history. (see 
early Xianity - Bultman)- Elizabeth’s party today. Drink up and feel at ease, 
once. The strain, lord knows, is very great. 
Happily, Marianne is not impassioned to paint. 

| am touched by Caroline Slade. She is not afraid of temperament. 


[page 267] 





6 Louis Vaczek 


Elizabeth held my hand and said | was a person - (ach - | can’t help it) 

Louis Vaczek + | went out for a drive and sat in the car talking. He is like 
Oshlag, not as bright yet not as mad. And better looking. 

| rather feel my temporary madness is over. Robt comes tomorrow. He 
can stay the night | feel sure. | am afraid. 

I’m not making out Buffie Johnson too well. | suppose she is deeply 


[page 268] 


jealous. We started off all right too - Ma. The hell with it; she sincerely bores me. 
But I’m fond of Etta Blum and Verlin Cassill - and kind of taken with Marcus. 


July 15- 7:30AM. 

L.[ouis] was to come to take me for a walk this morning and | up at 6 after 
a fitful half-sleepless night - and he’s not here. | would like to take Robt. to meet 
the Sykes if he’s willing. Gerald is a damn nice 


[page 269] 
guy and might helpful to him in career world. 


July 16. 

A lonely disappointment filled day yesterday until Robt came. He says we 
are going to be lovers again, that he loves me - and his talk filled me with 
happiness. The talk of all men who desire is the same but the talk of those who 
love is always different. 


[page 270] 


July 20 - 

7:45 and grey again and cold. Yesterday, except for being at home and 
cleaning and poking among my this year’s work, disastrous. Poor mother and 
her parties. Darma looked thinner and prettier and sweetly melancholy. | love 
her after all. 

Dread going to the mansion. To see L’s car gone... That’s done for 
surely, surely. Bless his darling heart. He’s been rarely good to me. 

Now I'll be calm and 


[page 271] 


working. A little sonata playing in the late afternoons maybe. 
I’m always pianissimo. Some day maybe a real forte? 
The frontality and directness of contemporary painting begins to pall. Save 
for a little indirection. 
10: PM 
Buffie interrupted me at noon and | had lunch with them. | talked 
this way: it is difficult to give up the artist’s life for art. Ouch. 


[page 272] 


Now | miss L.[ouis] with a fierceness and he doesn’t stay in the mind and 
barely stays in the heart. A few more days and it might all be over? 

I’m not doing ‘little things.’ It will be enough to finish one big one. 
Sometimes | sense | have no stroke left now that I’m so concerned with edges, 
light + form. 

Be strong about no stroke if it’s the only way. That - it, should not be so 
important. Read Schapiro on Seurat. 





[page 273] 


The worst of it is | can barely remember him, his look and voice. 


July 22 
No mail. portraits of Verlin not successful but the one looked like Robt. 


July 24 

Full of fear again with the work. Is it pure idiosyncrasy? And then | have 
no justification. 

[*"It’s not funny” said Buffie.] The fiasco of the play-reading turned into a 
triumph. The kind | don’t deserve especially at the expense of anyone. [Meyer 
Schapiro + myself read G. Sykes’ play - | with fake French accent + as a comedy] 


[page 274] 
July 24 


Letter from L. tried a portrait of Hunter Johnson with initial success but 
eventual discouragement. Will try again. [See INV #183] 


For the first time ‘outside’ | confessed my fear and trepidation - to Hyde. 
He frankly confessed that the scale of my still life at Whitney bothered him. | said 
| couldn’t help it. He said - go on. 


July 27 
Always I’m making this hieratic statement: | want to get rid of myself to 
preserve myself unto [?] 


[page 275] 


the work. Never, never do | succeed. 

Psychologically | feel closer to early De Chirico than any other painter. 
[*] It is easy to look exalted in the non-objective modes - to promise more 
than you are - to evoke worlds. Put the eye on an apple and place and the world 
is made small 


[page 276] 


July 28 

Cassill accused me of denying the rational processes. | retort: but | prefer 
the other modes and who is to say which is superior? 

Sykes received a plaintive letter from Louis; very sad. They intend to 
marry him off - someone with private means. 

I’m not doing very well with the portrait of Hunter - probably because | 
insisted on the awkward pose? 

[Bob Garis] Garis + | played Mozart sonatas for Elizabeth. Nervous as a 
crow. 


[page 277] 


July 29 

Did a quick portrait of Charles Bell - very good for what itis. And also a 
study, nude, sleeping which may be useful to me. 

| think | work better from things remembered. Difficult always to exercise 
surveillance over the side of us that would make the motions of Art rather than of 
life. Art cannot be imitated. 

| have sung in the past - now | would like to dramatize 


[page 278] 


2:30 AM: sleepless. 

Full moon. Sounds of train passing with rich chords echoing over the flat country 
- we don’t have this sound in the mountains - and the wet birds, and the bird that 
sounds like a clothesline being jerked. | guess I’m full of doubt and fear - fear 
I’ve been used lightly (and don’t | too - so self-absorbed - use people lightly?) but 
where the flesh is concerned there’s always a sense of betrayal. 


[page 279] 


July 30 

Still no word from L. No paintings of him either. My nights are restless. 
The book is really very expertly done for what it is - straight entertainment - 
simplified but not false. He’s quite a good pro. What do | talk about Art for? 

How sweet and ingenuous Jane Cooper - how young for 33. 

| am, after all, practicing what | preached last spring in print. | am looking 


[page 280] 


with innocent eye. 
To work with objects or with nature means one is required to dramatize. 
Fewer precedents now. How little, lately. I’ve looked at Art. 


July 31 
Depression + gloom all day. Self pity + tears. O to have self confidence + 
therefore joy. 


[page 281] 


Aug 2 - 

I’m out of the depression but | still feel under water. 

| will say yea to my Botticelli for the time being. I’ve erased my apples, and 
the hell with it. I’ve enough apples. And do the self portrait in that scale rather 
than the long unwieldy shape. 

In this mode how do | know what I’m going to discover? | mustn’t permit 
myself to settle for what | already know + expect. 


[page 282] 


Breaking all the rules - painting like a child who loves the old masters. Ach. 25 
years ago One was committed when one, - and only then, - relinquished objects 
for the new object: the picture itself. But now - is this a commitment? 

It’s for me, particularly, a question of bringing all my parts together. 


[page 283] 


Aug 4 

| talk too much about ‘my problem’, longing for what? | have to be very 
clear about my shapes and the space they occupy. Since | cannot draw a line to 
enclose space any longer the edges of these forms are crucial. But ragged. 

I’ve not been well these last few days. Easily tired with an ache in my side 
that feels like a bubble of gas. But | perk up in the evenings again. 


[pp 284-285] 
[blank] 
[page 286] 


Aug 7. 

I’m being forced to accept ultimatums. I’m being coerced. | don’t know 
what | think except: I'll not give up what | have. Too intricate, my loyalties (but | 
would like to know what it is for a little while to have a man). 

Evening. 

I’m cured | think. Madness is over. So | will not have this one. I'll lie 
down in love once in a while with a man. 


[page 287] 


Aug 8. [1958] 
What a a fierce will | have. It will permit me to move out of what | know. 
I’m without physical health. I’m going to do something about it when | get 
home. Because there is no joy without it. 
I’m only afraid to be hurt in my secret delicacy + squeamishness. 
| like my House of Neptune. | mean | like painting it slowly + flatly + thinly. 





[page 288] 


Aug 11 - 

| rather frittered away the day. However, | put the self portrait also against 
the wall. That’s 2. It means I’ve accomplished about what | did 2 years ago. 
Now it remains to finish the 1st H. of Neptune. 

L. is not terribly bright: earnest, like a student; sincere; empirically right in 
his thinking. Ma! 

The aspect of transiting [Jupiter] trining my birth Venus has produced an 
attractiveness apparently in me. Why, why, does it always have to be 


[page 289] 


[loose small piece of graph paper- pen sketch of head] 





2 at once. joys are as difficult as troubles. 

(‘My instinct does not want to betray me’ - still - | want a second taste of 
the joy.) 

| have no ideas for the second house of Neptune. Blank. Why do | say 
that when | know I'll find one? Less than 3 weeks to go. Fine fettle, | hope. 

God damn it, Beckin, work in the evenings. 


[pp 290-291] 
[blank] 
[page 292] 
Pictures out: Tavelli collage 1952 


Titta - horse angel xmas 1956 
Alex - self portrait xmas 1956 
Jimmy - still life - oil on paper 1957 
Elizabeth Ames: Two portraits of Marianne 
oils [56?] 
one drawing of Marianne 
July 1957 
John Larkin: Portrait: 1957 
Theresa Kay: oil drawing (still life) [spring] 
drawing portrait 1957 

Lee Hoiby: 2 portraits (oil) 1957 [canvas] 
Jimmy + Darma - 1956? oil on paper 1957 
Pop + Schwiegie - oil (still life) - 57 
Polly Hanson - 2 oil portraits on paper 1957 fall 
George Vinson - 2 oil portraits on paper 1957 fall 
Stanley Sultan - oil portrait on paper 1957 fall 
Gordon Binkerd - 2 oils on paper 1957 fall 
Bill Rose (Vassar) collage - My mother 

[1957] on her wedding day. 
Alex Szogyi - gouache - 1953 (xmas ‘57) 
Pamela Askew - collage 1955 (Vassar 
Richard Young - 1958 - gouache - figure 
Corinne Poiningam [?] - 1958 - drawing nude 
Louise Stockley - 1958 drawing 
Diane Korzenik - oils on paper 
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Donald Petersen - St. U. Teachers College 

Oneonata NY 
November 11, 1928 

John Larkin March 24, 1927 

Nell Blaine July 10, 1922 

Leon Katz - portrait 1957 (vassar) 

Linden Nocklin - portrait 1958 (Vassar) 

Portrait - Etta Blum - 1958 (Yaddo) 

portrait on paper - Charles Bell 1958 

Portrait Louis Vaczek - Paper 1958 

is Gerald Sykes - canvas 1958 

‘ Steven Marcus “ “ 

“ Rob Garis - “ . 

Larry Osgood “58 

i Bernard Malamud “ ; 

self portrait for Bernard Malamud “ 

Verlin Cassil oil canvas 

portrait sketch (drawing) Hunter Johnson 1958 


[upside down] Eliz. Schneider 


